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PROLOGUE. 


WF all Men, thoſe have Reaſon leaf! to care 

Fer, being laugh'd at, who can langh their Share: 
And that's a Thing our Author's apt to uſe 

Upon Occaſion, when no Man can chuſe. 

Suppoſe now, at this Inſtant, one of you 

 Weretichled by a Fool, what would you do? 


Ti ten to one you'd laugh, here's juſt the Caſe, 


Far there ars Fools that tickle with their Face. 

Tour gay Fool f tickles evith his Dreſs, and Motions, 
But your grieve Fool of Fools, auith filly Nori ons. 
Is it not then unjuſt that Fops ſhould fill 
Force one to laugh, and then take laughing ul. 

Vet fence perhaps ta fame it gives Offence, 
That Men are tickled at the Want of Scnſe; 
Our Author thinks he takes the readieft Way 
To ſHeau all he has laugh'd at here fair play. 
For if ill Writing be a Folly thought, 

Correcting ill is ſure a greater Fault. 
| Then Gallants laugh, but chaſe the right Place firjt, 
For judging ill is of all Faults the worſt, 


& 8s Dramatis 


NISC 2. EN 


Anthony, | 
'Three Gentlemen, F viends to the Duke. 
| Two Gentlemen, Friends to Petruchio. 


Dramatis perſonæ. 


MEN. 
UKE of thn, Mr. FaLKNER. 
D%: uchio, Governor of Mr. Mavuzies, | 
= _ (Two Spanib u. vw... 
Don Jobs, = Gemlemen $M Kine. 
Don Frederick,, and Com- Mr. Ross. 
rades, e 


Antonio, an old ſtout Gente: 


man, Kinſman to Petruchio, Mr. SPARKS. 


W a Mufician, Antonio's 


Boy c Mr. R. EL RAIN Tom. 
ma Servants to Don John I Mr. Mrxir r. 
and F+ederickh, Mr. Warsox. 


WOMEN. 


I. Conftantia, Siſter to * 


clio, and Miſtreſs to the - Miſs COLE. 


Duke, | 
2, Conſtantia, a Miſtreſs to old } | 5 
©” Mrs. BLAND, 
Landlady to Don ohn and 
Frederick, | 7 Thin, MryxiTT, 
Mother, Mrs. Row. 


5 Kinſwoman, Mrs. CoPprN. © 
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ACT IL SCENE I 


Enter PETER and Axrnon Y, to Serving- Mer. 


Dei. \ A & O LD we were remov d from this 
e Town, Anthony, | 
e That we might get alittle Reg: For 
mine own Part, 
I'm {almoſt melted with continual Trotting 
After Enquiries, Dreams, and Revelations, 
Of who the Devil knows whom or what? gene 
Venching Soldiers? 
TIl ſerve a Prieſt in Lent firſt, and eat Bell-Ropes. 
Ant. Thou art the froward'ſt Fool —— | 
Pet. Why, good tame Anthony? _ 
Tell me but this; to what End came we hither ? 
Aut. To wait upon our Maſters. 
Pet. But, how Anthony? 
Anſwer me that ; reſolve me there, good Anthony ? 
Ant. Come, come, all will be mended : This in- 
viſible Woman 
Of infinite Report for Shape and Beauty, 
That gave us all this Trouble to no Purpoſe, 
They are determin'd now no more to think on. 
Pet. Were there ever 
Men known to run mad with Report before B 
Or wander after what they know not where 
To find? or if found, how to enjoy? Are Men's 
, 2 
: Made now-a-days of Malt, that their AﬀeQions 
| 423 Are 
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Are never ſober ? I do believe 
That Men in Love are ever drunk, as drunken Mex 
Are ever loving. 
Ant. Pr'ythee be thou ſober, 

And know, that they are none of thoſe, not nay 
Of the leaſt Vanity of Love, only a Doubt, 

Fame might too far report, or rather flatter, 

The Graces of this Woman, made them curious 
To find the Truth, which, ſince they find ſo 


Lock'd up from their Searches, they as are now NY 
To give the Wonder over. 


Pet. Would they were reſolv'd 
To give me ſome new Shoes too; for I'll be ſworn 
Tbeſe are e en worn out 
In their good Worſhips' Bunch; and fone Sleep 
Would not do much amiſs, unleſs they mean 
To make a Bell-Man of me: Here they come. [Exeunt. 


Enter Don Joux and FarDERICK. 


Joh. T would we could have ſeen her tho': For ſure 
She muſt be ſome rare Creature, or Report lies, 

The Report of all Men too. : 
TFrrad. I could well wiſh I had ſeen Conſtan „ia; 
But ſince ſhe is ſo conceal'd, plac'd where | 

| No Knowledge can come near her, ſo guarded, 


As twere impoſſible, tho' known, to reach her, 
I have made up my Mind 


Joh. Hang me from this Hour, 
If I more think upon her, 
Fred. "Tis the beſt Way: 
But whither are you walking? 
Joh. My old Round 1 
After my Meat, and then to Bed. 
Fred. "Tis kealthful. 
Jab. Will you walk? ? 
Fred. L have a little Buſineſs, 
Jul. Id lay my Life this Lady "+ BORA ” 
Fred. Then you wou'd loſe i 313 
Jeb. Pr'ythee come with me. 
Fred. Not now. 
Jeb. I have ſomething to ſay to you. 
5 | Fred. 
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Fred. An Hour hence 
I will meet ye. 
Joh. Where? 
Fred. T'th* high street; 
For, to ſpeak Truth, IL have a few Deveticns- 
To do firſt, then Iam your's, 
Job. Remember. Exeunt: 


-$SCEN = II. 
| 1 PE TRVUchIO, AwTow1o, and two Gentlemen: 


Ant. Cut his Wind- pipe, I ſay. 
1. Gent. Fie, Antonio. | 
Ant. Or knock his Brains out firſt, and then forgive 
him. 
Tf you do thruſt, be ſure it be up to th Hilt, 
That a Surgeon may ſee thro' him. 
1. Gent. You are too violent. 
2. Gent. Too open, indiſcreet. 
- Pate Am I notruin'd? _ 
The _ of my Houſe crack d? my Blood pe: 
on'd ? 
My Credit and my Name ? 4 
22. Gent. Be fare oo 
Before ye uſe this Violence. Let not Doubt 
And a ſuſpecting Anger ſo much ſway ye, 
Your Wiſdom may be call'd in Queſtion. 
-_ - *; nd. 1 fy, Kal him, 
And then Efpate the Cauſe. 
23. Gent. Hang up a true Man, 
_ Becauſe tis poſſible he may be thieviſh : 
Alas! is this good Juſtice? 
Pet. I know as certain 
| As Day muſt come again, as clear as Truth, 
And open as Belief can lay it to me, 


That I am baſely wrong'd, * d above Recom- 
pence ; 


Maliciouſly abus'd, blaſted for ever 

In Name and Honour. loſt to all Remencdocare. gs 
But what is ſmear'd and ſhameful ; I muſt kill him, 
Neceſſity compels me, 
1. Gent, 
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I. Gent. But think better. 
Petr. There is no other Cure left: ret witneſs 
with me, : 


All that i is fair in Man, all chat! is ; noble, 
I am not greedy of this Life I ſeek for, 


Nor thirſt to ſhed Man's Blood; and would twere 


poſſible, 


I wiſh it with my Soul, 


My Sword could only kill his Crimes; no, tis 


| Honour, _— —— my noble Friends, that Idol, Ho- 


That all all the World now worſhips, not Petruchio, 


Muluſt do this Juſtice. 


Ant. Let it once be done, 


And tis no Matter, whether you or Honour, 
Or both, be acceſſary. 
2. Gent. Do you weigh, Petruchio, = 
The Value of the Perſon, Power, and —— 
And what this Spark may kindle? . | 


Petr. To perform it, 


So much lam ty'd to Reputation, 3 
And Credit of my Houſe, let it raiſe wild Fires, 


And Storms that toſs me into everlaſting Ruin, 


Yet I muſt through; if ye dare hde me. 


Ant. Dare? 
Petr. Vare Friends, indeed, if not. 
2. Gent. Here's none flies from you, 
Doi it in what Way you pleaſe, we'll back ye. 
1. Gent. Is the Cauſe fo mortal, that a but 
his Life will ſatisfy? 


Petr. Believe me, 


Ale Offence has been the Deſolation 
Of a whole Name. | 


1. Gent. No other Way to purge it? 
Petr. There is, but never to be hop'd for. 
Gent. Think an Hour more, 


| And if then ye find no ſafer Road to guide ye, 
We ll ſet up our Reſts too. 


Ant. Mine's up already, 8 
And 0. Rent for my . leſs than A 
Petr. He will ſure come. En all well arm'd?. 
Ani. 
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Ant. Never fear us. 


Here's that will make them dance without a Fiddle. 
Petr. We are to look for no weak Foes, my Friends, 5 


Nor unadviſed ones. 


Art. Beſt Gameſters make the beſt Play, 
We ſhall fight cloſe and home then, 
1. Gent. Antonio, 


You are a Thought too bloody. 


Ant. Why? all Phyſicians 


| And Penny Almanacks allow the openi 


ng 
Of Veins this Month: Why do ye talk of bloody 3 
What come we for, to fall to Cuffs for Apples? 


| What, would you make the Cauſe, a Cudgel-Quarrel? 


Petr. Speak ſoftly, gentle Couſin. 
Ant. J will ſpeak truly; 


What ſhould Men do ally d to theſe Diſgraces ? 


Lick o'er his Enemy, fit down, and dance him? 


2. Gent. You are as far o' thi Bow Hand now. 
Ant. And cry, 


; Thar s my fine Boy, thou wilt do ſo no more, Child. 


Petr. Here are no ſuch cold Pities, 
Ant. By St. Jagues, 


They ſhall not find me one: Here s old tough Andrew, 


A ſpecial Friend of mine, an he but hold, 


2 


III ſtrike em ſuch a Horn- pipe: Blows I come for, 
And a few Lives, if I ſhould loſe my own, 5 
_ Why, farewel, five - and · fifty. 


Petr. Let's talk no longer, place yourſelves with 


Silence, 


As I directed ye; nd when Time calls us, 


As ze are Friends, ſo ew yourſelves, 


Aut. 80 be i it.  [Exaunt. 


8 c E N E III.! 
Eiter Don Joun. 
755 The civil Order of this City, Nane 


N Makes it belov'd, and honour'd of all Travellers, 


. 


As a moſt ſafe Retirement in all Troubles; but I ſee 


My Admiration has drawn Night upon me, 
And — expect my Friend may pull me 1 
Into 
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A fair Houſe yet ſtands open, yet all about it 
Are cloſe; and no Lights ſtirring: There may be foul 


I' venture to look in: If there be Knaves, 


Into Suſpicion of too late a Stirrer 


Which all good Governments are. jealous of. 
Tl home, and think at Liberty: yet certain, 


"Tis not ſo far Night, as I thought; for ſee, 


Play, 
I may do a good Office. nan within, 


Nitbin. Signior? 


Job. What? how is this ? 
Within. Signior Fabritia ? 
Job. I'll go nearer. | 


Pitbin. Fabritio? 


Fob. This is a Woman's Tongue: Here r may be ; 
ſome Sport. 7 

Withiz, Who's there? Fabritio? 

I 

Within. Where : are you * 

Jab. Here. 
Within. O come, for Heaven's Sake 

Job. I muſt ſee what this means. 


Inter Dimas with a Child. 


| Withis. I have ſtay d this long Hour for you, make : 
no Noiſe, | 
Par are in ſtrange Trouble here, be ſecret, 18 


your Care; be - now, more 27 4 
watch us, 


Than may de ſafe for us. 


Job. Hark ye? N 

Within. Peace. Good Night. [ Dit. 

Joh. She's gone, and I am loaden; 9 
It weighs well, and it feels well; it may chance 
To be ſome Pack of Worth: By th' Maſs tis heavy; 


11 itbe Coin or Jewels, it is worth Welcome: ñ⁴ 


I'll ne'er refuſe a Fortune: I am confident 
"Tis of no common Price: Now to my Lodging 


if it be right, I Il bleſs this Night. Lat, EF 
s N 


4 
8 
/ 

1 
\ 


Ps 


Th CHANCES 11 


s E NE IV. 
Enter Duke and three Gentlemen. 
1. Gent. Believe, Sir, tis as poſſible to do it, 


As to remove the City; the main Faction 


Swarm thro' the Streets like Horzets, and with Angers 
Able to ruin States, no Safety left us, 


Nor Means to die like Men, if inſtantly . 


You draw not back again. 
Dak, May he be drawn, 
And quarter'd too, that turns now; were S furer 
Of Doack, than thou art of thy Fears. 
1. Gent. Sir, I fear not. | 
Dual. I would not break my Vaw, Nart from my 
Honor, | 


Becauſe I may find W wound my Soul, 
To keep my Body ſafe. 


t. Gent. I ſpeak not, Sir, 


Out of a Baſeneſs to ye. 


ul. No, nor do not, 


| Out of a Baſeneſs, leave me: What i is Dun 
More than the Weakneſs of our Apprehenſions? 

A poor cold Part o' th Blood? Whom takes it hold of, 
Cowards and wicked Livers: Valiant Minds 
Were made the Maſters of it, and as hearty Sea-men 


In deſperate Storms, ſtem, with a little Rudder, en 


he tumbling Ruins of the Ocean, 


So with their Cauſe and Swords do they ſtem Dangers. : 
Were we ſure all to.die in this Adventure, 


2 I am confident againſt it) is there any 


ſt us, of ſo-greſs a Senſe, fo pamper'd, 


Wau chuſe — to lie a- bed, 


And purge away his Spirit, ſend his Soul out 
Im Sugar-ſops, and Syrups? Give me dying, 
2 om ought to be, _ mme Enemy, 
orl 


228 and bring along 


5 Grin $ blow with 'em, I will on. 


1. Gent. vou may, Sir, 


But with what Safety ? 


Since tis come to dying, 


Tam ſhall perceive, thathere bethoſe amongſt us MY 
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Can die as decently as other Men, 
And with as little Ceremony: On- brave Sir. 
Dua. That's ſpoken heartily. | 
1. Gent, And he that flinches, 
May he die miſerable. | 
Dua. No more dying, 
There's no ſuch Danger in't: 
What's o Clock? 
1. Gent. Somewhat above your Hour. 
Duk. Away then quickly, 


And * — 5 _ 5 


SCENE V. 
"Enter Don Jo NN. 


Job. Was ever Man ſo pay'd for being curious? E 


Ever ſo bob'd for ſearching out Adventures, 
"I Did the Devil lead me? 1 be. 


Into Men 8 2 where I had no Bufineſs, 


And make myſelf a Miſchief? Tis mighty well! 


I muſt take another Man's Name upon me, 

And be I know not whom: Sdeath, have I 
Known Wenches thus long, all the — of — 
Their Snares and Zubtleties ? 

And am I caught atlaſt? 

Caught the common Way, i' th Night too, 

9 _— $ Name, to make the Matter 

Carry more Weight about it? Well, Don John, 


You will be wiſer one Day: Why, it would never 


grieve me, 
If I had got this Ginger- bread: t had been Juſtice, 
Then to have kept it; but to raiſe a Dairy 
For —_ Men's Adulteries, conſume myſelf in Can- 
And ſcouring Work, in Nurſes, Bells, and Babies, 
Only for Charity, for meer I thank you, 
A little troubles me: 
| Whoſe Cer it is, ſure 't had a wealthy Mother, 
For 'tis well cloath'd, and if I be not cozen d, 


Well lin'd within; To leave it here were . 


# 


— 0 


10 


| 


. 


No all the Difficulty, is, to ſatisfy 
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And ten to one would kill it: a worſe Sin 
Than his that got it: Well, I will diſpoſe on't, 


And keep it, as they keep Death's Heads in Rings, 


To cry Memento to me; no more peeping : 


The good old Gentlewoman, at whoſe Houſe we live, 
For ſhe will fall upon me with a Catechiſm 
Of four Hours long: I muſt endure it all; 


For I will know this Mother: Come, good Wonder, 


Let you and I be jogging; your ſtarv'd Trebble 


Will waken the rude Watch elſe: All that be 


5 curious Night-walkers, may they find my Fee. [Exit. 


SCENE vi. 


Enter Faß bx rex. 
Fred Sure he's gone Home: 


T have beaten all the Purlews, 
But e cannot bolt —_ 


Enter 1. cenerlarn. 
he 1 am ready, 


- And thro' a World of Dangers : am flown to ye, 


Be full of Haſte and Care, we are undone elſe: 


Where are your People? Which way muſt we cravel? : 
F or Heaven's Sake, ſtay not here, Sir. 


Fred. What may this mean? 

1. Cn. Alas, I am miſtaken, loſt, undone! | 
Sir, for Heaven's Sake tell me, 
Are ye a Gentleman? 

Fred. I am. 

1. Con. Of this Place ? ? 

Fred. No, born in Spain. 

1. Con. As ever you lov'd Honour, 


As ever your Deſires may gain their Ends, 


Da a poor wretched Woman but this Benefit, 


For I am forc'd to truſt ye. 


Fred. Vave charm'd me, 


Humanity and Honour bid me help ye; 


« | 


And if I fail your Truſt— 
1. Con. The Time's too dangerous 
To ſtay your W 1 believe Ye, 


Als, 
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Alas, I muſt believe ye: From this Place, 
Good noble Sir, remove me inſtantly. 

And for a Time, where nothing but yourſelf, 
And honeſt Converſation may come near me, 


In ſame ſecure Place ſettle me. What J am, 
And why thus boldly I commit my Credit 


Into a Stranger's Hand, at more Leiſure, I ſhall reveal 


unto you. 
Fred. Fear not, Madam, 
He muſt ftrike through my Life chat takes 


_ You from me. I [Excam.. . 


SCENE vl. 
Erter Don JohN and his Lendlady.. 


| 0? Nay, Son, if this be yu Regard. 
Job. Good Mother, 
Land. Good me no Goods, your Couſin and your: 
A 
Are welcome to me, whilſt you bear yourſelves | 
Like honeſt and true Gentlemen: Bring hither 
To my Houſe, that have ever been reputed 
A 2 oman of a decent and a fair — 
And do behaved myſelf? 
Job. I know you 1 6 | 
| Land. Bring hither, as I ſay, to make my Name 
Stink in my Neighbours' Noftrils? Your Devices, 
Your Brats got out of Allicant and broken Oaths ? 
Your Linſey- wolſey Work, your Haſty. Tang. ? 
1 foſter up your filtch'd Iniquities * 
Ware deceiv'd in me, Sir, 
I am none of thoſe Receivers. 
Job. Have I not ſworn to you, 
Tis none of mine, and told you, has I "ARTE it? 
Lend. Ye found an eaſy Fool that let you get it. 
Job. Will you hear me? 


Land. Oaths? What care you for Oaths to gain 


pour Ends, 
When ye are high and pamper d What Saint know 


45 


Or what Religion, but your purpos 4 Lewdueks, 
Ts ta be look'd for of ye? Ways 


You 


2 
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You will then ſwear like accus'd Cut-purſes, 


As far of Truth too; and he beyond all F alconers: 
Im fick to ſee this Dealing. 


Joh. Heaven forbid. Mother. 
Land. Nay, I am very ſick. 
Job. Who waits there? 
Per. Sir? OF thin. 
Job. Bring down the Bottle of Canary Wine. 
Land. 3 ſick, Heaven help me. 
Job. Haſte, Sirrah, 


Imuſt een make her drunk; nay, gentle Mother. 


Land. Now ſie upon ye, was it for this Purpoſe 


Po fetch'd your Evening-Walks for your Devotions, 
For this pretended Holineſs? No Weather, 


Not before Day, could hold ye frem the Mattins. 


Were theſe your bo-peep Pray'rs? y*ave pray'd well, 


And with a 2 'd Zeal, watch'd well too; your Saint 
It ſeems was pleas'd as well: O! ſick, ſick, very flick ! 


Enter Peres, with a Bottle of Wine. 


Job. There i is no talking to her 'till I have drench'd 


her. 


*_ Giveitme: Here, Mother, take a good round Dranght, 


"Twill purge 1 from 80 Spirits: 


: Deeper, Mother. 


Land. I, I, Son; ; you imagine this will mend all. 
Job. All, faith, Mother. 
Land, J confeſs the Wine 
Will do his Part. 
Fob. I'll pledge ye. 
Land. But, Son John. 
Fob. : know your Meaning, Mother; take another 
$ 
Alas, you look not well, take a round Draught, 


It warms the Blood well, and reſtores the 8 
And then we'll talk at large. 5 


Land. A civil Gentleman? 


A Stranger? one the Town holds a good Regard of Y 


Foh. Come, come, another. 


Land. One that ſhould weigh his fair Name? $ oh * 
Stitch! 
B : 1 Jeb: 
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5. There's nothing better for 
Ka —— — Ls 


Come, never mince the Matter; off with it. 


Land. As I ſaid, a Gentleman, 


Lodge in my Houſe? now Heaven's _ Comfort p 


Signior ! 


Job. So now ſhe grows godly. 


Land. I did not think you would have 4 me thus: 
A Woman of my Credit: One, Heaven knows, 
That loves you but too tenderly. 38 


Fob. Dear Mother, 


I ever found your Kindneſs, and acknowledge it. 


Land. No, no, I ama Fool to counſel * 


Where's the Infant? 


Come, let's ſee your Work manſhip. 
7ch. None of mine, Mother; 
But there 'tis, and a luſty one. 
Land. Heaven bleſs thee, 


Thou hadſt a haſty Making; but the belt i is, 
Tis many a good Man's Fortune; as I live, 
Your own Eyes, Signior; and the nether * 
As like ye, as ye had ſpit it. 


Job. I am glad on't. 
Land. Bleſs me, what Things are theſe? 
Job. I thought my Labour 


Was not all loſt, tis Gold, and theſe are Jewels, 
Both rich, and right, I hope. 


Land. Well, well, Son John, 


I ſee ye're a Wood. man, and ean chuſe _ 
| Your Deer, tho' it be i' th Dark, all your Diſcretion 


Is not yet loſt ; this was well clap'd aboard: 
Here I am with ye now, when, as they ſay, 


| Your Pleaſure comes with Profit. 


Job. All this Time, Mother, 


| The Child wants looking to, wants Meat and Nurſes. | 


Land. Now Bleſſing o thy Heart; it ſhall have all, 5 


And inſtantly; I'll ſeek a Nurſe myſelf, Son, 
Tis a ſweet Child: Ah my young Spaniard, 
Jake you no further Care, Sir. 


Job. Yes, of theſe Jewels, 
1 muſ,, by your good Leave, Mother: theſe are yourk 's, 


„ 
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To make y our Care the ſtron For the reſt, 
Pl and a Maſter; the Gold for b bringing up ont 


I freely render to your Charge. 
Land. No more Words, 


Nor no more Children, good Sen, as you love m me: 


This may do well. 
Job. I ſhall obſerve your Leſſon. = 


But where's Don Frederick, Mother? | 


Land. Ten to one 
About the like Adventure: He told me 


He was to ſeek you out. 1 [Tx 1.1. 


Jeb. Why ſhould he ſtay, thus? 


There may be ſome ill Chance in't: rl not , 
Before I have found him. Exit; 


8 CE N E vi. 
Enter FREDERICK and ANTHONY with 2 Condb.. 


Fred. Give me the Candle: So, go you out * 1 


Way. 
Ant. What have we now to do? 2 
Fred. And o your Life, Sirrah, 


. Let none come near the Door without my y Kooledge 
No not my Landlady nor my Friend. 


Ant. "Tis done, Sir. 


Fred. Nor any ſerious Bufineſs that concerns me. 


Ant. Is the Wind there as? 
Fred. Be gone. 

Aut. 1 am, Sir. (an 
Fred. Now enter without Fear 5 


Enter 1. Conſtantia with a Jeauel. 


And noble Lady, your own and Innocence, 


Joyn'd to my vow'd Obedience, Gl ** ye: 
L. Can. Ye are truly noble, 


And worth a Woman's Truſt: Let it become me, 
( do beſeech you, Sir,) for all your Kindneſs, 
To render with my Thanks this worthleſs = 
I may be longer troublefome. 


— 5 | 
theix own Rewards: ; 
—— 
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* Draw but that Cloud aſide, to fatisfy me 
1 For what good Angel I am engag d. 

j 1. Can. I'll do it: 

1 For I am truly confident ye are honeſt: 

- The Piece is ſcarce worth looking on. 
ain, | 
The Abſtract of all Beauty, Soul of Sweetneſs, noble 
| Lady, 

| If there be any further Service to caſt on me, 

1 Let is be worth my Life, ſo much I honour ye, 
| Or the Engagement of whole Families. 

| 1. Con. Your Service is too liberal, worthy Sir. 

"8 Thus far T ſhall intreat. 
| ' Fred. Command me, Lady, 

| | You make your Power too poor. 

. 18. Con. That preſently 
1 With all convenient Haſte you would r retire 

Unto the Street you found me in. 

Fred. "Tis done. 

1. Con. There if you find a Gentlewan oppreſs d 
With Force and Violence, do a Man's Office, 

* And draw your Sword to reſcue him. 
| | Fred. He's ſafe. 
| ZBe what he will, and let his Foes be Devils, 

Arm'd with your Beauty, I ſhall conjure 'em. 

i | Retire, this Key will guide ye; all Things neceſſary 
Fl: are there before ye. 

il 5 1. Con. All my Prayers go with ye. 

3 Fred Ye clap on Proof upon me: Men fay, Gold 

0 Does all, engages all, works through all —— 

I Now, I fay, — can do more. 


— — 
— 
—ͤ—ũ— — — 


©! may my Service, my Hectien prove, 
Aud move her Heart, thro Gratitude, to Love, 


act 
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Enter Duke, 3 Anronis, an : 


that Faction. 
Du. ov will not all o oprels mo? „ 
Ant. Kill him, kill him: Let me come to him. 


Dk. Then you ſhall buy me dearly. 
Petr. Say you ſo, Sir? 

Ant. I ſay, cut his Wezand, ſpoil his peeping : 
Have at your love-fick Heart, Sar.  - 

Enter Don Jonx. 


Job. Ha! fighting! 5 | 
My Friend may be engag d: rie, 8 5 
This is unmanly Ons. (Duke falls; Don John ; 


 beftrides him. 

Ant. Tl top your Mouth, * 
Job. Nay, then have at you; 
There's a Plumb, Sir, to ſatisfy your Longing. 
Petr. Away; I hope I have ſped him. 

Ant. I muſt have one Thruſt on, Sir. 
Job. Come on, Sir. 

Ant. A Miſchief confound your Fingers. 

Petr. How is it? 

Ant. Well: 
Has given me my Duictus eff; 1 felt him 
In my ſmall Guts, Im ſure has feez'd me: 
| This © comes of ſiding with you. 
2. Gent. Can you go, Sir? 
Ant. I ſhould go, Man, and my Head were off, 
| Never talk of going. 

Petr. Come, all ſhall be well then. 
I hear them coming. (7 rampling exithin; 


Enter the Duke. ; 


Ant. Let's turn back then; | 
MiyScull's uncloven yet, let me but kill one. 


Petr. 


Ido beſeech you honour me 
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Petr. Away, for Heaven's Sake, with him. 
Seen Antonio, — f 

| Job. How is it? 

Dak. Well, Sir, 


Only a little ftagger'd. 


Job. Are you ſafe then? 
= = Thanks.to you brave Sir, whoſe timely 
our, | | 


And manly y Courtly, came to my Reſcue. 


Tas Ye had f 
him 


Play offer'd/ye, and Shame de 


That can paſs by 


Du. May I crave, Sir, 


But thus much Honour more, tolknow your Name? 
And him | am ſo bound to? 


Job. For the Obligation, Sir, 


Ti every good Man's Tie: To know me further, 
Will little profit ye; Lam a Stran 


er, | 
My Connery; Spain, my Name, Don 7 Tel, a Gen · N 


That came abroad to- — 
Duk. I have heard, Sir, 


| : Much worthy Mention of YE, yet I find 
Fame ſhortof what ye are. 


Job. Vou are pleaſed, Sir, 


To compliment: May I demand 3 
As freely what you are, and what Miſchance 
| Threw you into this Danger? | 


Duk. For the preſent, | 
I muſt defire your Pardon: Von ſhall know me 
er it be long, Sir, and a nobler Thanks, 
Than now my Will can render. 


What is't you look for, Sir? have you loft any Thing? 


Job. Only my Hat i' th” e ſure t Fellows 


- Were Night-Robbers. 


Dk. No, believe me, Sir: Pray uſe mine, 


For twill be hard to find your own now. 


Job. Excuſe me, Sir. 


Del. Indeed yeſhall, I can com mand another: 
85 755 


— 


e? 
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Job. Well, Sir, then I will, 

And ſo Ill take my Leave. 
Dal. Within theſe few Days, 


| I hope I ſhall be happy in your Knowledge. 


Till when, I love your Memory. — 
Job. I, your's. | 


Enter FREDERICK. 


| This i is Han poll Fellow. 


Fred. "Tis his Fongue — 
Don Fohn? 
Job. Don F,. ederick? 
Fred. Yare fairly met, Sir? 
T thought ye had been a Bat-fowling : Pr ythee tell mes. 
What ſtrange Adventures haſt thou had To- — 
That Home was never thought of? 
Job. Adventures! 


Til tell thee, Frederick. But before I tell thee, 
| Settle thy Underſtanding. 1 | 


Fred. "Tis prepar'd, Sir. | 
Job. Why then mark what 1 follow. 


This Night, Frederick, 
This bawdy Night. 


Fred. I thought no leſs. 
Joh. This blind N ight, 


What doſt thou think I have got: ? 


Fred. The Wages of Lewdneſs, I ſuppoſe, 
Job. Would it were no worſe. 7 
Fred. What 18't? 


Thou haſt loſt nothing 5 


Job. No, I have got, I ell thee. 
Fred. What haſt thou got? 
Joh. One of the Infantry, a Child, 
Fred. How? 
Jab. A chopping Child, Man. 
Fred. Give you Joy, * ; 
Job. A Lump of Lewdneſs, Fredurich that's O the 
Truth on't: 


This Town's abominable. 
Fred. I ſtill told ye, John, 


Tour Whoring muſt come Home; 
Icoun- 


Did you not lately, as you walkd along, | 
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J counfel'd ve: 
But where no Grace i 
Job. "Tis none of mine, Man. 
Fred. Anſwer the Pariſh ſo. 
Job. Cheated, bit by Jupiter: 
Peeping into a Houſe, by whom I know not, 


Nor where to find the Place again: No, Frederick, 


"Tis no poor one, 
That's my beſt Comfort, for 't has brought about | u 


Enough to make it Man. 


Fred. Where ist? 
Job. At Home. | 
"__ A ſaving Voyage: But what will you fay, 
| ignior, 
To kins that ſearching out your ſerious Worſhip, 
Has met a ſtranger Fortune? 
Job. How, good Frederick ? 


Ammilitant Girl to this Boy would hit it. 
Fred. No, mine's a nobler Venture: WI do you 


think, Sir, 


Of a diſtreſs'd Lady, one, whoſe Beauty | 
Would over-ſell all Zaly ? 8 


Job. Where is ſue 
Fred. A Woman of that rare Behaviour, 


So qualify'd, as Admiration. 
_ Dwells round about her: of that perfect _ 


Job. I marry. 
Fred. That admirable . 
That Sweetneſs in Diſcourſe; young as the Morning | 


Her Bluſhes lovelier far — 


Foh. But where's this Creature? | 
Where i is ſhe? 

Fred. That's all one, the s forth- nn 
I have her ſure, Boy. 

Job. Hark ye, Frederi >, 


What Boot betwixt my Infant? 


Fred. "Tis too light, Sir, 


Stick to your Charge, good Don Jab, lam content. 


Job. But, is there ſuch a Wench? 
Fred. Furſt tell me this, 


Diſcover 


you. 


g. 


N 


| As far as they had Spirit. 
It ſeems of noble Breeding, I'm ſure brave Metal, 


Fred. My Work's done then: 


And now to ſatisfy you there is a Woman, 
Oh John, there is a Woman — 


y And which is more, fall'n under my Protection. 


85 You cannot ſee her, Tow. - ; 


That none elſe ſhall come near her: not my „lone, 


They muſt for Modeſty a little: We all Know 3 it. 


I ſmell an old Dog - Trick of your 's. Well, F. n 


[Which I know never will be) to that Iſme, wo 


Th CHANCES. 23 
Diſcover People chat were ærmed and likely 1 


To do Offence? 
Job. Ves marry, and they urg d it 


Fred. Tell me how. 5 
Job. A Gentleman 1 found engage d amongſt em, 


As I return'd to _— u, I took his Part, 
And without Hurt, (I thank Heaven,) reſcud him. 


Job. Qh, where i 15 ſhe? 
Fred. And one of no leſs Worth than I told Yes 


Job. I am glad of that. 


Fred. And which is more than that, by this Night's 
Wand'ring, N 


And which is moſt of all, ſhe's at Home too, Sir. 
Jb. Come, let's go Home then, 
Fred. Yes, but tis moſt certain, 


Job. Why? 
Fred. She has from me, 


Till ſome Doubts are clear d. 


Feb. Not fee her? What Chamber 1 is ſhe m? 
Fred, In our's. 


Job. Let's go, I ſay: 3 
A Woman's Oaths are Wafers, break with Making, 


Fred. No, Fl affure ye, Sir. 
Joh. Not ſee her? 


Ye talk'd to me of Whoring, let's have fair * 
Square Dealing I infiſt on. 
Fred. When tis come 


Your Spoon ſhall be as- deep as mine, vir. 
Job. Tell me, 


And tell me true, is the Cauſe honourable? 
Or for your Eaſe OO. 


Fred. 
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Fred. By. all our Friendſhip, Jabn, 


Tis honeſt and of great End. 


Job. I am anſwer d: 
But let me ſee her tho”: Leave the Door open 


As you go in. 


Fred. I dare not. 
Jb. Not wide open, 


But; juſt ſo, as. a jealous Huſband | 


Would level at his wanton Wife through, 


Fred. That Courteſy, 
If ye deſire no more, "and keep it ſtrictly, 


I dare afford ye: Come, tis ROW near Morning. 


1— 
| 8 CE N E In 
"Rave PeTER and ANTHONY, 


Per. Nay, the old Woman's too. 
Ant. She's a Catterwauling th 


Amongſt the Gutters; but conceive- me, Peter, 
Where our good Maſters ſhould be? 


Pet. Where they ſhould be, 


1 do conceive, but where chey are, good nn 


Ant. 5 there it goes: my Maſter's VO with 


With b his ly Popping i in and out Ds. 


Argu'da Cauſe. LL ſounds, 7 


Fark. 
Pet. What? 


Ant. Doſt thou bear a Late? 
A ? | | 
e Where is't? 
Ant. Above, in my Maſter Chatter, 
Pet. There's no Creature; He hath the Key him- 
ſelf, Man. 
An:. This i is his Lute: Let him have it. [Sing auith - 
in a litile. 
Pet. I grant ye; but who ſtrikes it? 
Ant. An admirable Voice . hark ye. 5 
Pet. Anthony, ; [Songs 


Art ſure we are at Home? 
Aut. Without all Doubt, P Hy. 


Pee. 


+4 


Fe 


The ſweeteſt Devil. 


And as you love you Faith, preſume r no A 
Than ye have prom 
| For this we have heard hn half Hour. 


Lund take no Notice; we'll undertake this Spirit : 
If it be one. | 


Murn, there be Bats abroad. 


I will not truſt ye. 


To rail at Fortune, to = out with Fate, 
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Pet. Then this muſt be the Devil. 
Ant. Let it be. 


Good Devil fing again : O dainty Devil, 


Pet. Believe it, a moſt delicate Devil, 


Enter Fanoanics and Den Joux. 


Fred. If you would leave Peeping. 
Fob. I 4 have one p. 
Fred. Then come in fo 


Job. Here's my Hand. 
Fred. What make you up ſo early, Sir? 

| Fob. You, Sir, in your 83 5 
Pet. O pray ye Peace, Sir. 

Fred. Why Peace, Sir? 

Pet. Do ye hear? 
Job. Tis your Lute. She's ol 
Ant. The Houſe is haunted, Sir, 2 


Fred. Ye ſaw nothing? 
Ant. Not I. . 

- Pea, ... 

Fred. Get you our Breakfaſt then, 


Ant. This 1s no Devil, Peter. 


Fred. Stay, now ſhe 8. [ Song; 


Fab. An Angel's Voice ['ll ſwear. 
Fred. Wh doſt thou ſhrug ſo? 
Either allay this Heat; or as I live 


Fob. Forward, Forward, | never fear me. 3 
(Eau 
Enter 1. "Ooneranris. . 


1. Cen. To curſe thoſe Stars that Men ſay 9: 
vern us, 


— 


See, and that ſpightful Puppy be not ot. 
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| And taxtthe general World, vin help me nothing : 


Alas, I am the fame till, neither are they 


Subject to Helps, or Hurts; our own Deſires 


Are our own Fates, and our Stars, all our Fortunes, 


Which as we ſway em, fo abuſe or bleſs us. 


Enter FxepeRICx and Don Joux Peeping. 


Fred. Peace to your — 
Job. Pox upon ye. 


| | Stand out o'th' Light. 


1. Con. I aſx your Pardon, Sir, 5 


My mind o'er charg'd with Care made me unman- | 


nerl 
_ 4. Proy ye ſet that Mind at Reſt, all thal be 
355 1 like well her Body, a handſome Body, 


A wondrous handſome Body z would ſhe would un 


about. 


Between me and 1 my Light. 
Fred. Tis — 


As all that you command ſhall be: The Gentleman 


Is ſafe from Danger. 
Job. Rare Creature! 


. Cen. How fhall 1 thank ye, Sir? 


Fred. Speak ſoftly, — Laa A all's rewarded, | 


Now does _ melt Fl 


Feb. Nay ttis certain. 


Thou art the ſweeteſt Woman that __ e'cr r look'd on. 


Fred. I hope Non e diſturb'd ye. 
1. Con. Not any, Sir, nor 27 Sound came neat 


me, 


| I thank your Care. 


Fred. "He'll break all Bounds and — 3 


Pull in your Head and be hang'd. 


Fob. Hark ye, Frederick, 


Here's one wants to ſpeak with vou. 


| Fred. Pox upon ye. 
1. Con. Nay, let him enter : be my Lord, the | 

Duke, 

Stand peeping at your Friends. 


Frod. 


nes, | 


urn 
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Fred. Ye are cozen'd, Lady, 
Here is no Duke. 
1. Con. I know him full well, Signior, 
Ju. Hold thee there Wench. 
Fred. This mad brain'd Fool will ſpoil all. 
1. Con. I do beſeech your Grace come in. 
Job. My Grace, 


There was a Word of Comfort. 


Fred. Shall he enter, 
Who e'er he be? 

Job. Well puſh'd, Frederick.” 
"is Com. With all my Heart. 


Enter Don Jonx. 


Fred. Come in then. 
Jeb. Bleſs ye, Lady. 
Fred. Nay, ſtart not, though he he a Arc to ye. 5 


| He's of a Noble Strain, my ; Kinſman, Lady, 


My Countryman, and Fellow-Traveller, 


One End contains us ever, one Purſe feeds us, 


And one Faith free between us; * not fear him, 


os He's truly Honeſt. 


Fob. That's a Lie. 
Fred. Ard truſty 


Beyond your Wiſhes : valiant to defend, 
And modeft to converſe with, as your Biuſtes. 


Job. Now may I hang myſelf; this Commendation 


Has broke the Neck of all my Hopes; for now 
Muſt I cry, no forioath, md I forſooth, and ſurely, 


And truly as I live, and as I am an honeſt Man 


He has done this on purpoſe, for he knows, | 
Like a moft envious Raſcal as he 1 u, 5 


He's watch'd his tune, 


But I fhall quit him. 


1. Con. Sir, I believe ye. 

Fred. Go, ſalute her, John. 

Job. Plague o' your Commendations. 

1. Cen. Sir, I ſhall now deſire to be a trouble, 
Job. Never to me, ſweet Lady; thus I ſeal 


My Faith, and all my Service. 


1, Con. One word, Signier. OV TR 
C 2 Job. 
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F.. Now 'tis impoſſible I ſhould be honeſt. 
What points ihe at? My Leg I warrant, or 
My well-knit Body : Sit aſt Don Frederick. 
Freed. It was given him by that Gentleman 
You took ſuch care of ; his own being loſt Yth' Scuffle. 
1, Con. With much Joy may he wear it: 0 a 
right one 
I can aſſure ye Gentlemen ; and right happy 
May he be in all Fights for that noble Service. 
Fred. Why do ye bluſh? | 
1. Cn. It had almoſt cozened me, 
For to ſpeak Truth, when I ſaw that, I look'd for 
Another owner of it; but 'tis well. 
Fred. Who's there? | | Knock within, 


You bad beſt r retire a while : come in, Sir. | 
. Exit. 


1 Auracny. 


5 Now what's the News with you ? 

Ast. There is a Gentleman without, 

Would ſpeak with Don John. 
Fob. Who, Sir? 
A. I do not know, Sir, but he bens a Man | 
Of no mean reckoning. 
Fred. Let him tell his Name, 5 
And then return a little wiſer. [Exit At. 
How do you like her, John? „ 
Job. As well as you, Frederick, 
For all I am Honeſt ; you ſhall find it too, 
Fred. Art thou not Honeſt ? 
Jiob. Art thou not an Aſs ? 

And modeſt as her bluſhes ? What a Blockhead 
Would e er popp'd out ſuch a dry Apology, 
For his dear Friend? and to a Gentleman, 
A Woman of her Youth, and Delicacy, 
They are Arguments to draw them to abhor us. 
An honeſt moral Man; 'tis for a Conſtable : | 
A handſome Man, a wholeſome Man, a tough Man, 
A liberal Man, a a likely Man, 
Theſe had been things to harken to, things his: 
But you have ſuch a ſpiced Conſideration, ER 

Such 
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| Such Qualms upon your Worſhip's Conſcience, 
And nothing but fair Honour, O ſweet Honour, 
| up your Eunuch, Honour : That I was truſty, 
And valiant, were things well put in; but modeſt} 
A modeſt Gentleman ! O curſe your Modeſty. 
Fred. I'll mend it, * 
And henceforth ye ſhal have your due. 


Enter ANTHONY. 


Job. I look for't : how now, who is't? 
Ant. A gentlemen of this City, 
And calls himſelf Petruchio. 

Job. T1} attend him. 


Enter I. ConsTANTIA. 


1 8 How did he call himſelf} E 
Fred. Petruchio, 


1 Does it concern ye ought? 3 


1. Con. O Gentlemen, 

The Hcur of my Deſtruction is come on me, 
I am diſcover'd, loſt, left to my ruin : 

As ever you had Pity 

Job. Do not fear, 
Let * Devil come, he mal come e through me 
Loſt here, and we out ye? 

Fred. Fall before us? 

1. Con. O my unfortunate Eſtate, all Angers | 
Compar'd to his, to his —— 
Fred. Let his, and all Men's, = 
Whit we have Power and Life, ſtand ub "M Hea-- 

ven's ſake, | 

1. Con. I have offended Heaven too; yet Hea- 
ven knows —— | 

Job. We are all evil: 
Yet Heaven forbid we ſhould have our deſerts, 
What whe? © 

1. Con. Too, too near r to my offence, Sir: 
O be will cut me Piece-meal. 

Fred. Tu no Treaſon? 


C3 Fob. 
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Job. Let it be what it will: if he cut here, 
PII find him cut-work. | 
Fred. He muſt buy you dear, 
With more than common Lives, | 
55. Fear not, nor weep not : 
By Heaven I'Il fire the Town before ye periſh, 
And then the more the merrier, we'll jog with ye. 
Fred. Come in, and dry your Eyes. 
Job. Pray no more weeping : 
Spoil a ſweet Face for nothing ? my return 
| Stall end all this I warrant ye. 
1. Cow. Heaven grant it may. 


| 8 CE N E III. 
Enter PETRVUchIO with a Letter. 


Petr. This Man ſhould be of Quality and Worth 
By Don Atvara's Letter, for he gives 


No ſlight Recommendations of him: 
Ile &en make uſe of him. 


Enter Don Joan. 


Job. Save ye, Sir : I am forry 
My Buſineſs was ſo unmannerly, to make ye 
Wait thus long here. 
Petr. Occaſions muſt be ſerv'd, Sir: 
But is your Name Don Jobs? 
Joh. It is, Sir: 
Petr. Then, 
Firſt for your own brave ſake 1 muſt embrace ye: 
Next, for the Credit of your noble Friend 
Md de Alvara, make ye mine: 
Wo lays his Charge upon me in this Lettos © 
To look ye out, and 
Whil'ſt your Occaſions make you refident 


In this Place, to ſupply ye, love and honour ye; 
Which had I known fooner— 


Feb. Noble, Sir, 
You'll make my thanks too poor: ** a Sword, Sir, 
And have a 3 to be ſlill diſpos'd of 
* you ſhall pleaſe command it. 


er; 
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Pur. That manly Courteſy is half my Buſineſs : Sir, 
And to be ſhort, to ſhew you that I honour ye, 
And in all Points believe your Worth, | 
This Day, Petruchio, 5 3 
A Man that may command the Strength of this Place, 
_ Hazard the boldeſt Spirits, hath made Choice 
Only of you, and in a noble Office. 
Fob. Go on, Sir, I am * to embrace it. 
Petr. Thus then 
1 do beſeech ye mark me. 
Job. I ſhall, Sir. 
Petr. Ferrers" 8 Duke, would I might call him 
| wort g 
But that Title, he has raz'd from out his Family, 
As from mine too, with Infamy : This Man, 
Rather this powerful Monſter, we being left 
But two of all our Houſe, to ſtock our Memoirs, 
_ My 2 Conflantia and myſelf, with Arts and Witch- 
a crafts, | 
Vows, and ſuch Oaths, Heaven has i no mercy for, 
Drew to diſhonour this weak Maid, by Stealth, 
And ſecret Paſſages I knew not of, 
Oft he obtain'd his Wiſhes, oft abus'd 8 
Lam aſham'd to ſay the reſt ; this purchas' d, 
And his hot Blood allay d, be left . 
And all our Name to ruin. 
Jab. This was foul play, 
And ought to be rewarded ſo. 
Petr. I hope ſo; 
Ne ſcapꝭd me Yeſter-night : 
Which if he dare again Adventure for= 
1 Pray, Sir, what Commands have you whe en 


me? 


Petr. Only thus; by word of mouth to carry him 

A "Rn from me, that ſo (if he have honour n 
We may decide all difference between us. 

Feb. Fair, and noble, 

And I will do it home: when ſhall I viſit ye? 


_— Pleaſe you this Afternoon, I will ride with 
8 
For 
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For at a Caltle fix Bliles hence, — | 
' To find him. 


Job. Ti be ready. 
Petr. My Man ſhall 


Wait here, to Conduct ye to my Houſe. 


Fs. I thall not fail ye, Sir. [Exit Petruchio, 


Enter FarDERICK. | 
Fred. How now ? 


Feb. All's well, and better than thou could. mock, : 


for this Wench here is certainly no Maid ; and I have 


hopes ſhe is the ſame that our two curious Coxcombs : 
| have been ſo long a hunting after. 


Fred. Why do you hope ſo? 


Job. Why? — firſt ſhe is no Maid, and next 


becauſe ſhe's handſome ; there are two Reaſons for 


5 yo u: now do you find out a third, a better if you can, 
Far take this, Frederich, for a certain Rule, 1 ſhe 

loves the Sport, ſhe'll never give it over. And there- _ 

fore (if we have good Luck) in Time ſhe may fall to 
our Shares. f 

Fred. Very pretty Reaſons indeed. But I thought 

4 you had known ſome particular that made you nn: N 

this to be the Woman. 


Job. Yes, I know her Name is C: nſantia. 


Fred. That now is ſomething ; but I cannot believe 


her diſhoneſt for all this. She has not one looſe Thought 
about her. 


Foh. It's no Matter,ſhe's looſe i th! hilts by Heaven. 
Fred. It may be ſo. | 


Feb. And wall be, Frederick, whil't the old Game's 2 
_ afoot. | fear the Boy too will prove her's 1 took up. 


Fred. Good Circumſtance may cure all this yet. 
Fob. There thou hit' it, Fr-deri-4, come let's walk 


in, and comfort her; that ſhe is here, is nothing yet 


ſuſpected. Anon, I ſhall tell thee, :! hy her Brother 
came, {who by this Light is a noble Fellow) and what 


Honour he has lone to me a Strange”, in calling me 
to ſerve him. There b. Irons heating for ſome on 
my word, Frederick, [ Exennt.. 


ACT 


4 


e. 


q 
1 
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Enter Landlady and AnTHoNT. 


Land. | Ome, Sir, whois it keeps your Maſter Come 


| any 

Ant. I (ay to you, Don Jobn. 

Land. I (ay what Woman? 

Ant. I ſay fo too. 

Land. | 9 ay again I will know. 

Ant. 1 ſay tis fit you ſhould. 
Land. And I tell thee he has a Woman here. 
Axt. [tell thee 'tis then the better for him. 

Land. Was ever Gentlewoman 


8 80 frumpt off with a Fool? well ſawey Sirrah, 


Il will know who it is, and to what purpoſe; 
I pay the Rent, and I will know how my Houſe 
Comes by theſe Inflammations : if this geer hold, 
Beſt bang a Sign; poſt up, to tell the Signiors, 
Here ye may have Lewdneſs at Livery. 


Enter FREDER1CK. 


Ave, *T would be a great eaſe to your 1 
Fred. How now? 


Why what's the matter, Landlady ? 


Land. What's the matter ? 


Je uſe me decently among ye, Gentlemen. | 


Fred. Who has abus'd her, you Sir? 
Land. Odd's my Witneſs 


I will not be thus treated, that I will not. 


Ant. Iga - = ve her no ill Language. 
hou lieſt lewdly. 


Then k took'ſt me up at every Word 1 ſpoke, 
As Ihad been a Mawkin, a flirt Gillian; 


And thou think'ſt, becauſe thou can'ſt Write and Read, 
Our Noſes muſt be under thee. 
Fred. Dare you, Sirrah ? 

25 Ant. 
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Ant. Let but the Truth be known, Sir, I beſeech. 


She Rd of Wenches, and I know not what, Sir, 

Lang. Go to, thou know'ſt | too * thou wicked 
_ Varlet, 

Thou Inſtrument of Evil. 
Ast. As I live, Sir, ſhe's ever thus till Dinner. 
Fred. Get ye in, I'll anſwer you anon, Sir. [ Exit Ant, 
5 Now your Grief, what ist? But J can gueſs —— 
Land. Ye may, with Shame enough, 
If there were Shame — ye; nothing thought on, 
But how ye may abuſe my Houſe: not ſatisfied 
With bringing Home your Baſtards to undo me, F 
But you muſt bring your Whores here too; my _ 31 
Becauſe I bear, and bear, and carry all, 0 

And as they ſay (am willing to groan under) - 
Muſt be your make-ſport now. | 4 

Fred. No more of theſe Words, : 
And bear yourſelf diſcreetly to this Woman, 1 
For ſuch a- one there is indeed. 4 
Land. Tis well, Son. e 
Fred. Leave off your Devil's Maattins, and your | 
Humours, | 

Or we ſhall leave our Lodgings. 

Land. You have much —_ 
To uſe theſe vagrant Ways, and too much profit: 


* 


Te had that might content 


(At home within yourſelves too) right good Gentle- 
men, 
Wholeſome, and ye ſaid handſome. But you, Gallant, 
Beaſt that I was to believe ye — — 
Fred. Leave your ſuſpicion: 
For as live there's no fuch Thing. 
Tad. Mine Honour; 
And *twere not for mine Honour: 
Fred. Come, your Honour, | 
_ Your Houſe, and you too, if you dare believe we, 
Are well enough : When you know her 
You 2 find your own Fault; no more Words, but 
"ak. 
Zang. You know you may command me, 
Enter 


J do beſeech ye think yet, to divert | 
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Enter Den Joun. 
Fob. Worſhipful Lady, give meth Had 


By this Hand thou book l moſt 


Land. You'll leave this Ropery, 
When ye come to my Years. 
Foh. By this light, 


| Thou art Not above fifteen yet, a meer Girl, 
| Thouhaft not half thy Teeth 5 


Fred. Pr'ythee, Fobn 


Let her alone, the has been vext already :/ 


She'll grow ſtark mad, Man. 
Fob. I vou d fain ſee her mad, 


An old mad Woman 
Is like a Miller's Mare troubled with” Tooth: ach. 


She makes the rareſt Faces. 


Fred. Go, and do it, 
And do not mind this Fellow. 


1 Landlady and comes back again profenth. | 
Job. What, 


| * it 1 Though Hils were ſet on 
i And Seas met Seas, to guard thee, I wan through. | 


Lang. Odd's my Witneſs, if ye ruffle me, Pl ſpoil 


2 ſweet Face for you, that I will. Go, go to the 


oor there's a Gentleman there would ſpeak with ye. 
Joh. Upon my Life Petruchio 3 good dear Land- 
lady carry him into the Dining-Room, al wait P- 


on him preſent! 


"had. Well mY John, the Time will come that 


1 ſhall beeven with you. [Exit Land. 


Jeb. 1 muſt be gone: yet if my Project hold, 


You ſhall not ſtay behind: I'll rather truft 
= 4 with ſweet Milk, Frederick ; by her Face. 


Enter 1. Cons rax ria. 


1 feel her Fears are working. 


1. Con. Is there no way, 


This certain anger, 1 
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Fred. Tis impoſſible: 

Their Honours are engag' d. 
1. Com. Then thare muſt be Murder, 
Which Gentlemen, I ſhall no ſooner hear of, 
Then make one in't: You _ if you pleaſe, Sir, 
Make matters up. 

ch. Lady, wer't mine own Cauſe, 
J could diſpen Ay But loaden with my Friends Truft, 
J muſt go on Go hoon general Maſlacrees 


As much I fear 


1. Con. Do ye hear, Sir ; for "A ſake 


Let me requeſt one Favour of you. 


Fred. Yes any Thing. 
1. Con. This Gentleman I find is too reſolute; 


Too hot, and fiery for the Cauſe, as ever 


You did a virtuous Deed, for Honour's ſake 
Go with him and allay bim, your fair Temper 


And noble Diſpoſition, like wiſh'd Showers, 


quench thoſe kindling Fires, 
Fred. I will doit. | 


And 'tis a wiſe Conſideration, 
To me, a bounteous Favour : Hark ye 7 obs, 
Iwill go with ye. 


Fob. No. 


Fred. Indeed I will, = 
Te go upon a Hazard z no denial 
For as I live I'll go | 


Foh. Then 4 A ready, 


For 71 am ſtrait a Horte. back. 


Fred. My Sword on, and 
Lamas ready as you : The old Gentlewoman 


Shall wait on ye, ſhe is Diſcreet and Secret, 
Ye may truſt her in all Points. 


1. Con. Ye are Noble; 


And ſo I take my leave. 


Jab. hope, Lady, a happy Iſſue for all this. 


I. Con. All Heaven's Care _ ye,and my Prayers, : 
Job. So, 
Now my Mind's at reft. | 7 
Fred. Away, tis late, Tubs. - "Clams: 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Antonio, Surgeon, ard a Gentleman, 


Gent. What 2 do ye find in him? 

dur. None, Sir, dangerous, if he'd be rul'd. 

Gene. Why ! what does he do? 

Sur. Nothing that he ſhould. Firſt, he will let no 
Liquor down but Wine, and then he has a Fancy, that 
he muſt he dreſt always to the Tune of John hs FE 

Gent, How? to the Tune of John Dory 

Sur, Why ? he wiil have Fidlers, and Take tem | 


Play and Sing it to him all the while, 
Gent. An odd Fancy, indeed. 


Ant. Give me ſome Wine. 
Sur, I told it {o. cum" Tis Death,” Sir. - 
Ant. Tis a Horſe, Sir. Doſt think 1 l recover 


with the help of Parley Water on! 


Gent Fic, Antenio, you muſt govern d. 
Ast. Why, Sir ? he feeds me with nothing b. t cot 


| mo Root:, and drown'd Chickens, ſtew'd P:ricrani- 


ad ra- ers, and when I go to Bed, (by Hea- 


ven tis rue, dir) he rowls me up inLints with Labels 


m, ter Tam j jt the Man i'th' Almanack, my 
E! 22d and Lace is > Jace. | 
Jur. Will p. eaſe ye to let; ourFriends ee you open'd? 
As. Will't p! ſe you, Sir, 70 give me a Bumper? 


1 2 my Body peu =nough for that. Give it me, or 
II die voon u Hand. rd cil thy Cuſtom. ST 


$8 Aon, 2 Bumper! 2 

Art. v enk ye, Sir, thus I am us'd kill, I can 
pet nathing at I v nt. In how long Time canſt 
thou Curse me? 2 | 2 


Kr. Þi tcrty * 

Ant. 1 8 , ſla ck me whole i in twenty. 
In he- Ion iti inan Ell me ? 

bee. | FO 

Ant Of, © | © orter, and the eaſier Way. 

Sent. A · ·˙·· . 0y 

Ant. ian I wt h. iſineſe ; this fezliſh Fel- 


o. hu rs himſelf; 15 ve a dcn I Ds to hurt 
Aithin ta five Daus. Go! Mar. mcudet ficp me 
with Parde y like 3u2'd Beel, aud let me wax abroad. 

D Sur. 
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Sur. Ye ſhall walk ſhortly. 


Ant. I will walk preſently,Sir, and leave your Salads 
there, your green Salves and your Oils, ll to my old 


Diet again, ſtrong Food, and rich Wine, and try what 


that w1 8 | 
| Sur. Wel, go thy ways, tity art the maddeſt old 
Fellow I e'er yet met with. (Excunt, 
8 CE N E Ul. 


Enter 1. ConsTanT1Ia and Landlady. 


1. Con. I have told ye all I can, and more than yet 
Thoſe Gentlemen know of me ; but are uo 


Such ſtrange Creatures ſay you? 


Land. There's the younger, 


Don Jobn, the errant'ſt Fack in all this City : 
The other, Time has blaſted, yet 


Fas been a Dragon in his Days. But, Don Jobs : 


Is the Devil himſelf. | 
Fe flies at all; Baſtards upon my Conſcience, : 
He has now in | making Multitudes : The laſt Night 
He brought Home one; I pity her that bore it, 
But we are all weak Veſſels: ſome rich Woman 
(For wiſe I dare not call her) was the Mother, 
For it was hung with Jewels; the bearing Cloth 
No leſs than Crimſon Velvet. 


1. Con. How? 
Land. "Tis true, indeed. 
1. Con. Was it a Boy too? 
| Land. A brave Boy. 
1. Con, May J fee it? 


For there is a Neighbour of mine, a e 
Has had a late Miſchance, which willingly 
I would know further of; now if you pleaſe 


To be ſo courteous to me. 
Land. Le ſliall fee it: 


But what do you think of theſe Men now 7 ye know * em? ? 
Be Wiſe, 


Ye may repent.too late elſe; I but tell ye 


For your own good, and as you wil find it Lay. 
1. Cen. lam | advis d. 
Land. 
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| D 
1 Land. No more Words then; do that, | 
[ And inſtantly, I told ye of, be ready. 

t Don Jobn, Tl fit ye for your Frumps. [ 4fde. 
| 1. Con. But ſhall I ſee this Child ? 5 
© Land. Within this half Hour, CY 
L Let's in, and make all * Exeunt. 
80 E NE IV. 


Enter PR TRUcnIO, Don Jonx, and FREDERICK. 
Job. Sir, he is worth your knowledge, and a 
Gentleman 
(If I that ſo much love him, may commend him) 
That's full of honour; and one, if foul play 
Should fall upon us, (for which Fear I brought him} 
Will not fly back for phillips. 
Petr. Ye much honour me, 
And once more I pronounce ye both mine. 
Fred. Stay, what Troop 
Is that below i'th Valley there? 
Job. Hawking I take it. 


Petr. They are ſo; tis che Duke's ” "is even he, 
„((( 


Fred. I think too 
5 He bends up this way. 
Petr. So he does. 
Job. Stand you ſtill, x 
Within that Covert, till I call: he comes 
Forward; here will I wait him: to your places, 
Petr. I need no more inſtru ye? 
„ Joh. Fear me not. [Exit Petruchio and Frederick, 


E, nter Duke and his F. adtion. 


Dub. Feed the Hawks up, 
We ll fly no more to Day: O my bleſt Fortune! 
E Have I fo fairly met the Man? 15 
T 
And him ye know by this. 
Du. Sir, all the Honour, 
And Love 


. - D 2 „ 
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Job. I do beſeech — = 
'Dilmifs your Train a little. 

Dult. Walk afide, 


And out of hearing I command ye: : now Sir 
Be plain. 


ob. I will, and ſhort ; 
Ve have wrong'd a Gentleman, beyond all Jafice 
Beyond the Mediation of all Friends. 
Du. The Man, and manner of wreng ? 
Fob. The Man Petruchio; 
The wrong, ye have diſhonour'd his Siſter. 
Du. Now ſtay you, Sir, 
And hear me a little : This Gentleman' 8 
Siſter that you nam'd, tis true I have long lov'd, 
As true | have enjoy'd her: no leſs Truth 
Ihave a Child by her. But that ſhe, or he, 
Or any ©! that Family are tainted, 
Suffer Diſgrace, or E nin, by my Pleaſures, 
I wear a Sword to ſatisty the World, no, 
And him too when he pleaſes; for know, Sir, 
She's my Wife, contracted before Heaven, 
Nor will I fly from that Name, which long ſince 
Had had the Churches Approbation, | 
But for his jealous Nature. 
Job. Your Pardon, Sir; I am fully ſatisfy d. 
Duk. Dear Sir, I knew I ſhould convert * had we 
But that rough Man here now too 
Jeb. And ye ſhall Sir. 
What hoa, hoo. | | 


Duk. 1 hope ye have laid no Ambuſh ? 


Enter Pzravcuto. 


Joh. Only Friends. : 
Duk. My noble Brother welcome : 
Come, put your Anger by, we'll have no dns 


Unleſs you will maintain I am unworthy | 
To bear that Name. 


Petr. Do you ſpeak this heartily ? ? 


Duk. Upon my Soul, and truly; the firſt Prieſt 
Shall put you out of Doubt. 
Petr. Now I love ye; 


And 
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And I beſeech ye pardon my ſuſpicions, 


You are now more than a Brother, a brave F ciend too. 
Toh. The good Man's over. joy d. | 


Enter F REDERICK. 


Fred. How now, how goes it? ? : 
Joh. wh, the Man has his Mare _ and alle. 


The Dube . freely he's her Huſband. | 
Fred. Tis a good hearing. 
Job. Ves, for modeſt gentlemen. 1 muſt preſent 


ye: 
May it pleaſe your Grace 
To number this brave Gentleman, my Friend 
And noble Kinſman, amongſt the reſt of your Servants. 
Du. O my brave Friend! you ſhower your Boun- 
ties on me: | 
Amongh my beſt Thoughts Spuer, | in x which Num- 
er 
You being worthily diſpos' d already, 
May freely place your Friend. 
Fred. Your Grace does me a great deal of Honour. 
Petr. Why, this is wond'rous happy : But now 
Brother, | 
Now comes the Bitter to our Sweet: n 
Duk, Why, what of her? 
Petr. Nor what, nor where do I know : | 
Wing'd 2 her fears, laſt Night, beyond my know: 8 
e, 
She quit — Houſe, but whither— 4 
Fred. Let not thatoo— | 
Duk, No more, good Sir, I have heard too o much. 
Petr. Nay ſink not, | 
Sue cannot be ſo loſt. | 
Freed. Nor ſhall not, Gentlemen; > 
hee free again, the Lady s found ; that Smile, Sir, 
Shews you diſtruſt your Servant. 
Dad. I do beſeech ye. 


Job. Ye ſhall believe me, by my Soul me: 8 ae. 


Dua. Heaven knows I would believe, Sir. 
Fred. Ye may lafely. EE. 1 
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Joh. And under noble Uſage: this Gentleman, 
Met her in all her Doubts laſt Night, and to his Guard 


(Her Fears being ſtrong upon her) ſhe gave her Per- 


ſon; 


Who waited on her, to our Lodging; where all re- 
8 ſpect, | 

Civil and honeſt Service now attend her. 

Petr, Ye may believe now. 

Duk. Yes I do, and ftrongly ; 


Well, my good Friends, or rather my good Angels, 


For ye have both preſerv'd me; when theſe Favours 
Die in your Friends Remembrance 
Job. Good your Grace, | 
Loſe no more 'Time in Compliments, ' tis too precious, 
I know it by myſelf, there can be no Hell 
To his that hangs on Hope. 
Petr. He's right. 
Fred. To Horſe again then, for this Night 1 
„ 
With all the Joys ye wiſn for. 5 
Petr. Happy Gentlemen. [Exeunt, 


Enter FrRancisco, and a Man. 


1 This is the maddeſt Miſchief, never Fool was 


Jo ſub d off as I am, made ridiculous, and to myſelf, 

to be my own Aſs; truſt a Woman, I'll truſt the De- 
vil firſt, for he dares be better than his Word ſome- 
times. Pray tell me, in what Obſervance have I ec'er 
fail d her? 


Man. N ay, you can tell chat beſt yourſelf, 
Fran. Let me conſider. 


2 Enter Don FazpznCk and Don Joun. 
Fred. Let them talk, we'll go on before. 


Fran. Where didſt thou meet Canſtantia, and this 
Woman? 


Fred. Conſtantia! What are theſe Fellows? Stay 


buy all Means. 
Man. Why, Sir, I met her in the great Street that 


comes from the Market · place, juſt at the turning by 


a Goldſmith's Shop. 


Fred. 


= 


3) 
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Fred, Stand till, John. 

Fran. Well, Conſtantia has ſpun herſelf a fair 
thread now: what will her beſt Friend thing of this? 
Fred. John, I ſmell ſome jugling, John. GE, 
Job. Yes, Frederick, I fear it will be prov'd "Y = 
Fran. But what ſhould the Reaſon be doſt think of z 


this ſo ſudden change 1 in her ? ? 


Heid. "Tis the. 
Man. Why, truly 1 fuſped he has . entic'd to : 
it by a Stranger. lbs 
Joh. Did you mark that, F. ederick ? 
Fran. Stranger? Who? 
Man. A young Gentleman that J new 7 come to 
Town. os 
Fred. Mark that too. 
Job. Les, Sir. - 
Fran. Why do you think ſo? 
Man. I heard her grave Conductreſs twattle ſome 


thing as they went along, that makes me yur it. 


Joh. "Tis ſhe, Frederick. 
Fred. But who that he is, John. 
Fran. I do not doubt to bolt em out, for they muſt 
certainly be about the Town. Ha! no more Words; 
come, let's be gone. [Exit Fran. and Man. 
Fred. Well. % Ti 5 
Job. Very well. 
Fred. Diſcreetly. 
Joh. Finely carry'd. 
Fred. Ye have no more of theſe Tricks ? | 
Joh. Ten to one, Sir, I ſhall meet with 'em if re 


have. 


Fred. Is this fair? 


Job. —5 it not in your Friends Part to deal dou- 
| le ? 


I am no Aſs, Don Broderick. 


Fred. And, Don Jobn, it ſhall pen ear Ia am no Fool, 7 
thus to betray my Confidence : ale. . 


Job. Tis falſe : I privy to this Dog trick? Clear 
yourſelf, for I know well enough where the Wind fats, 
or as I have a life —— 


[Trample within. 


Fred. 


— — — 
„ EET TD a 2 
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Fred. No more, they are coming, ſhew no Diſ- 
content, let's quietly away; if ſhe be at home our 
| Jealouſies are over, if not, Fol and x muſt have a 
farther Parly, Jobn. 

Job. Ves, Don Frederick, ye may be ſure we mall: 
but where are thoſe Fellows ? Pox on't, we have loſt 
them too in our Spleens, like Fools. 


Enter Duke and PETRUCHIO. 


Dub. Come, Gentlemen, let's go a little faſter; ; 

| Suppoſe you have all Miſtreſſes, and mend 

Your pace accordingly. | 
Fob. Sir, I ſhould be as glad of a Miſtreſs as ano- 

ther Man. . 

Fred. Ves, o my Conſcience would'ſt then, , and of 

any other Man's Miſtreſs too; that I'll anſw er for. 


SCENE V. 


Enter AN rox IO and his Mar. 


Ant. With all my Gold? 

Man, The Trunk broke open, and all gone. 

Ant. And the Mother in the Plot ? 

Mun. And the Mother and all. 

Art. And the Devil and all: a Plague 90 with* em: 
belike they thought I was no more of this World, and 
thoſe Trifles would but diſturb my Conſcience. 

Man. Sure they thought, Sir, you would not lire 
to diſturb them. 
Aut. Well, my ſweet Miſtreſs, I'll try how hand- | 
ſomely your Ladyſhip can hang upon a pair of Gal- 
lows : no Tidings where they are. 

Man. None, Sir: yet we have ſearch'd all Places 
* ſuſpected; 1 beheve they have taken towards the ; 

oor ; 

Ant. Get me then a Water-Conjurer, one that can 
raiſe Water- Devils, I'll Port 'em, play at Duck and 
Drake with my Money? Get me a CONES: L ſay, 

enquire out a Man that lets out Devils, | 

Man. I don't know where, 


m2 8 JI” 


0 E 


d- 


un 


ſell. 


her. : 
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Ant. In every Street, Tom Fool, any blear-ey 'd 
People with red Heads and flat Noſes can. perform it. 
Thou ſhalt know 'em by their half Gowns, and no 
Breeches. Find me out a Conjurer, I ſay, and learn 
his Price, how he will let his Devils out by the Day. 
Ill have em _ if they be above Ground. 


(Eæeunt. 
8 0 E N E VI. 


k Dale, 102 RUCHIO, FRT DEA tek, 4 Joux. 
Petr. Vour Grace is welcome now to Naples; ſo 


l ye are all, Gentlemen. 


Job. Don Frederick, will you ſtep i in, and a the 
Lady Notice who comes to viſit her ? 


Petr. Bid her make haſte, we come to ſee no cu- 
tious Wench, a Night gown will ſerve her turn. 
Here's one that knows her nearer. | 


Fred. I'll tell her what you ſay, Sir. [Exit. 15 
Petr. Now will the Sport be to obſerve her Altera- 
tions, how betwixt Fear and Joy, ſhe wi behave * | 


Duk. Dear Brother, 1 muſt entreat you | 
Petr. I conceive your Mind, Sir, I will not chide 


5 Enter FREDERICK aud Perkt. 


Job. How now? . 
Fred. Not to abuſe your Patience, nor hold ye off ö 


with tedious Circumſtance; ye muſt no 


Pet. What? 

Dat. Where is ſhe? 

Fred. Gone, Sir. 

Duk. How? 
Pet. What did you ſay, su; | 
Fred, Gone: by Heaven remov d. The Woman $ 


| of the Houſe too. 


Pee. What, that reverend old Woman chat tir d 
me with Complimer ts ? 

Fred. The very ſame. 

Job. Well, Don Frederick. | | 

Fred. Don John, it is not well. But 


Petr. 
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Pet. Gone? | 
Fred. This Fellow can \ fatiafy I ſpeak Truth. 
Pet. A little after my Maſter was departed, Sir, 


with this Gentleman, my Fellow and myſelf being 
ſent on Buſineſs, as we muſt think on Purpoſe 


Pet. Hang theſe Circumſtances, ep always ſerve | 


to uſher in ill Ends. 


Joh. Now could I eat that * I am ſo angry, 
Gone ? 


Fred. Directly gone, fled, ſhifted, what would you 
ha' me ſay? 
Da. Well, Gentlemen, wrong not my good oh. 
nion. 

Fred For your Dakedom, Sir, I would not be 
Knave | 
-**." Jad... He that i is, a Rot run in his Blood. 

Pet. But hark ye, Gentlemen, are ye ſure * had, 
her here ? Did ye not dicam this ? FE 

Feb Have you your Noſe, Sir? 

Fo. Tos. 2; | 

_ Fch, Then we had her. 

Pet. Since ye are ſo ſhort, believe Four having 
her ſhall ſuffer more Conſtruction. 
Foh. Well, Sir, let it ſuffer. | 
Fed. How to convince ye, Sir, I can't imagine, 
but my Life ſhall juſtify my Innocence, or fall wich 
it. 

Duk. Thas then——for we may be all abus'd. 

Pet. Tis poſſible. 

Du. Here, let's part until To- momo w this time; 
we to our Way, to clear this Doubt, and you to your's. 


| Pawning our honours then to meet again | ? When if 


ſhe be not found — 
Fred. We ſtand engag d to anſwer any worth Way 
we ae calf to... © 
Du. Weaſk no more. 
Pet. To-morrow certain. 
Job. If we out live this Night, Sir. 
(Exit Duke and Petruchio. 


2 c Don Jobn, we have ſomew hat now 
do do. 


Jeb. 


WI 


Te CHANCES. 


Jb. I am ſure I would have. 
Fred. If ſhe be not found we muſt fight. 


47 


8 while 
1 Fred. If we 4. — 
8 Joo. THWE S ſo much kidney ſa bh in Vhoring. 


[Exeunt. 8 


o. 
W 


Job. I am Slad on't, I have not fought a great 55 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 
5 * 3. CoxsrANTIA and ber Mother. 


Met. o L D, Cor, hold, for goodneſs hold, * 
) am in that Deſertion of Spirit, for want- 
of Breath, that I am almoſt reduc'd to the Neceſſity 
of not being able to defend myſelf W the . 
venience of a Fall. | 
2. Con. Dear Mother, let us go a little faſter to ; 
ſecure ourſelves from Antonio; for my part I am in 
that terrible Fright, that I can neither think, ſpeak, 
nor ſtand ſtill, *till we are ſafe a Ship board, and out 
of Sight of the Shore. 3 
Mot. Out of Sight o the Shore? Why, do ye 
think I'll depatriate? : 
2. Con. Depatriate ? What's that ? 8 
Mor. Why, ye Fool ye, leave my Country: 
what, will you never learn to ſpeak out of the vu. 


gar Road? 


2. Con. O Lord, this hard Word will undo us. 
Mor. As I am a Chriſtian, if it were to ſave my 
: bn (which is ten thouſand times dearer to me than 
my Life) I would not be guilty of fo odious 2 
Thought. 
OO, | Mother, ſince your honour is ſo 

dear to ye, conſider that if we were taken, both it 


and we are loſt for ever. 


Mot. Ay, Girl, but what wil che World ſay, if 
they ſhould hear ſo odious a thing of us, as that vt 
ſhould depricate ? 

2. Con. Ay, there's it, the weld; why, Morte 
the World does not care a Pin if both you and 12 *. 
hang d; and that we ſhall be certainly, if 
takes us, for running away with his Gold. 

Mot. Proteſt care not, I'll ne er depart 
demarches of a Perſon of Quality; and let com 


up to the top of the Stairs, or no. 
the Fiddles are here. [Mother looks out at the Window. 


but © begging for my Life. 
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will, I ſhall rather chooſe to ſubmit myſelf to my 
Fate, then ſtrive to prevent it by any deportment that 
is not Congruous in every Degree to the Steps and 


Meaſures of a ſtrict Practitioner of Honour. 


2. Con. Would not this make one ftark mad ? 


Her Stile is not more out of the way, than her Man- 


ner of reaſoning ; ſhe firſt ſells me to an ugly old 


Fellow, then ſhe runs away with me and all his 
Sold, and now like a ſtrict Practitioner of Honour, | 
reſolves to be — rather than depatriate, as ſhe 
calls it. ” 


Mot. As I am a Chriſtian, Con, a Tem and 2 
very decent Sign; I'll in I am reſolv'd, though by it 
I ſhould run a Riſk of never ſo ſtupendious a Nature. 
2. Con. There's no ſtopping her: what ſhall I do? 
ow I'll ſend for my Kinſwoman and ſome Mu- 
fick, to revive me a little; for really, Con, I am re- 


duc d to that ſad imbecility by the Inj ury I have done 
my poor Feet, that I'm in a great incertitude whe- 


ther they will have livelineſs ſufficient to ſupport me 
Come up, Con, 


2. Con. I come 
I muſt be gone, — whither I cannot tell; theſe 


2 iddles, and her diſcreet Companions will quickly 


make an end of all ſhe has ſtolen, and then five hun- 


dred new Pieces ſells me to another old Fellow. She 


has taken care not to leave me a Farthing ; yet I am 
ſo, better than under her Conduct: twill be at worſt 


And farwing avere to me an „ eaſier Fate 
Than to be forc'd to live avith one 1 hate. 


0 oer up to her Motter. 
SCE N + 


9 


Enter Don Joux. 


Job. It will not out of my Head but that Don Fr. 
derick has ſent aw ay (his Wench, for all he Carries it 
10 
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ſo gravely: yet methinks he ſhould be honeſter than 
ſo; but theſe grave Men are never touch'd upon ſuch 
Occaſions: mark it when ye will, and you'll finda _ 
grave Man, eſpecially if he pretend to be a preciſe | 
Man, will do ye forty things without Remorſe, that 
would ſtartle one of us mad Fellows to think of. Be- 
cauſe they are familiar with Heaven in their Prayers, 
they think they may be bold with it in any thing elſe: 
now we that are not ſo well acquainted, bear greater 


Reverence. [ Mufick plays abowe. 
What $ here, Moſick and Women? Would I had one 
1 8 of em. | 


[One of em r hooks out at the Window, 

That's a Whore; I know it by her Smile. O' my 
Conſcience take a Woman maſked and hooded, nay, 
cover d all o'er, ſo that ye cannot ſee one bit of her, 
and at Twelve Score Yards Diſtance, if ſhe be a 


W hore, as ten to one ſhe is, I ſhall know it certainly; 


J have an Inſtinct within me never fails. 
: [ Another looks out. 
"= Rogue ſhe's right, right as my Leg. 
Mo | Tabove ) Come, come let's dance in t 'other 
Room, tis a great deal better. 

Job. Say you ſo? What now if I ſhould o up and 
dance too? It is a Tavern. Pox o' this Buſineſs: III 


in I am reſolv'd, and ry my Fortune; tis hard Luck 
if I don't get one of em. 


4s be goes to the Door, 2. CONSTANTIA enters. 


* here's one bolted out already: fair Lady, whi- 
ther ſo faſt ? 


2. Con. I don't know, Sir. 

Jeb. May I have the honour to wait upon you ?. 
2. Con. Ves, if you pleaſe, Sir. . 
Job. Whither ? 


2. Con. I tell ye 1 don' 't know. 


Foh. She's very quick. Would I might be ſo 
happy as to Know you, Lady. 


2. Cas 
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2. Cen. I dare not let you ſee my Face, Sir. 
Job. Why? | 
2. Con. For fear you ſhould not like it, and then 
leave me, for to tell you true, I have at this preſent 
very great need of you. 
Job. If thou haſt half ſo much need of me, as I 
have of you, T'll be hang'd though. | 
2. Con. A proper handſome Fellow this! If he'd 
but love me now, I would never ſeek out further. 
Sir, I am young, and unexperienced i in the World. 
Job. Nay, if thou art young, it's no us Matter 
what thy Face is. 

2. Con. Perhaps this Freedom | in me may ſeem 
ſtrange; but, Sir, in ſhort, I'm forc'd to fly from one 
hate; if I fiould meet him, will you here Pome 
he ſhall not take me from you? 

Job. Yes, that I will, before Iſee your Face, your 
Shape has charm'd me enough for that already; if 
any one takes ye from me, Lady, I'll give him Leave 
to take from me too, — — was going to name em, ). 


certain Things of mine, that I would not loſe, nos “ 


: have you . in my Arms, for all the Gems 1 in Chriſteu- 
om. 
2. Con. For Een Sake then . me to | 
ſome Place where I may be ſecur d a while from the 
Sight of any one whatſoever. | 
Jeb. By all the Hopes I have to find thy F ace as 
lovely as thy Shape, I will. | 
2. Cen. Well, Sir, I believe ye, for you have an 
honeſt Look. 
Fob. Slid I am afraid Don Frederick has been gir- 
ing her a Character of me too. Come, pray unmaſk. 
2. Con. Then turn away your Face; for I'm re- 


ſolv'd you ſhall not ſee a Bit of mine, Gl I have et 
in Order, and then — _ 


Joh. What? 
2. Con, I'll ſtrike you 4 

Job. A mettled Whore, I warrant hs Come, if 
ſhe be now but young, and have but a Noſe on her 
Face, ſhe'll be as good as her Word: I'm e'en pant- 
: ing for Breath already. 


E. 2 | FE 2. Cn, 
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Con. Now ftand your Ground if you dare. 
755. By this Light, a rare Creature! ten thouſand 
Times handſomer than her we ſeek for! This can be 


fur: no common one. Pray Heaven ſhe be a Whore, 
2. Can. Well, Sir, what ſay ye now? = 
. 


EF 
1 
: Sh 


. Nothing; I'm ſo amaz'd, I am not able to 
peak. Pr'ythee, my dear ſweet Creature, go with 
me into that Corner, that thou and I may talk a lit 
Le in private. = 
2. Gn, No, Sir, no private Dealing, I beſeech HR 
vou. | 
7ch. Sheart, what ſhall I do? I'm out of my Wits 
for her. Hark ye, my dear Soul, cant thou love | 
ine? | | 1 
2. Car. I I could, "what then? : Y 
* Why. then ſhould I be the happieſt Man alive, 
Cen. Hark ye, Sir, I am not worth a Groat; | 
* though you ſhould not be ſo neither, if you'll but 
love me, III fellow ye all the World over; PFll work. ; 
for ye, beg for ye, do any Thing or ye 
Fob. O Heaven's, I'm in another World; this 
Wench ſure was made a Purpoſe for me, ſhe is juſt | 
of my Humour. My Dear, tis impoſſible for me to 
ſay how much I will do for thee, thou ſweet bewitch- 
ing Woman. But let's make Haſte home. | Excunt. 


| 8 SEN E HI. 
Enter FREDERICK and FRAXCISCO. 


Frad. And art thou ſure it was . ſay'ſt 
thou, that he was leading? 
Fran. Am I ſure I live, Sir? Why, I dweltin the 
. Houſe with her; how can I chuſe but know her? 
Fred. But didſt thou ſee her Face? 
Fran. Lord, Sir, I ſaw her Face as plainly as 1 ſee 
your's juſt now, not two Streets off. : 
Fred. Perhaps, though he met her by Chance, and 
intends to carry her to her Brother and the Duke. 


Enter Don Joux, and 2. CONSTANTIA. 


A little Time will ſhew.—Ha! here he is; I'll ſtep 
behind this Shop, and obſerve him, 7 a 
| Oy Job. 


„ 


) 


; 
4 
f 
7 
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Job. Here, now go in, and make me for ever 


happy, 

Fred. Dear Don John. 

Job. A Pox o your Kindneſs; how the Devil comes 
he here juſt at this Time? Now will he aſk me forty 
fooliſh Queſtions, and I have ſuch a Mind to this 


; Wench, that I cannot think of one Excuſe for my 


Life 


Fred. Your Servant, Sir : Pray who's 5 that you 


Jock'd in juſt now at that Door? 


Job. Why, a Friend of mine that's gone up to read 


a Book. 


Fred. A Bock! that s a ** one i faith: Pr y- 


thee, Don John, what Library haſt thou been buy- 
ing this Afternoon? for i' th' Morning, to my Know- 


ledge, thou hadſt never a Book there, except it were 


an Almanack, and that was none of thy own neither. 


Job. No, no, tis a Book of his own he brought 


along with him. A Scholar that is giving to reading. 
Fred. And doe Scholars, Don John, wear Petticoats 9 5 
now. a· days? 


7h. Plague on him, he has ſeen her. Well, 


i - Frederick, that know'ſt I am not good at lying, 


eis a Woman, I confeſs it, make your beſt on't, what 


Fred. Why, then, Don Fobn, I defire you'll be 


pleas d to let me ſee her. 


Fob, Why, Faith, Frederick, I ſhould not be a- 


gainſt the Thing, but ye know, a Man muſt keep 
his Word, and ſhe has a Mind to be private. 


Fred. But, John, you may remember when I met 
a Lady ſo before, this very ſelf-ſame Lady too, that 
I got Leave for you to ſee her, John. | 
Joh. Why, do ye think then that this here is Con- 


1 ? 


Fred. I cannot properly for I think it, Jol, be- 


| cauſe | know it; this Fellow here ſaw her as you led 
her i' th' Streets. 


Jeb. Well, and what then? Who does he ſay ſhe 


WT, 


Fred. AK him, Sir, and he'll tel ye. | - | 
E 3 Jul 
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Job. Sweet-heart, doſt thou know this Lady? 


Fran. 1 think I ſhould, Sir, I ha liv'd long enough | 


in the Houſe with her to know her ſure. 
Job. And how do they call her, pr'ythee? 


Fran. Conſtantia. 


Job. How! Conflantia? 


Fran. Ves, Sir, the Woman s Name is N z | 


that's flat. 
Job. Is it ſo, Sir? and ſo is this too. [& tribes bin. 
Fran. Oh, Oh. [ Runs out, 


Joh. Now, Sirrah, you may ſafely ſay you have | 


not borne falſe Witneſs for nothing. 


Fred. Fie, Don John, why do you beat the poor ; 


Fellow for doing his Duty, and telling Truth ? 


Job. Telling Truth? thou talk'ſt as if thou had 1 | 
been hir d to bear falſe Witneſs too: Ye are a very | 


fine Gentleman. 


Fred. What a ſtrange Confidence he has? But is 1 
there no Shame in thee? nor no Conſideration of 
what is juſt or honeſt, to keep a Woman thus againſt 
her Will, that thou know'ſt is in Love with another 

Man too; do'ſt think a Judgment will not follow this? 


Job. Good, dear Frederick, do thou keep thy Sen- 
tences and thy Morals for ſome better Opportunity, 


this here is not a fit Subject for em: I tell thee, ſhe 


15 no more Conftantia than thou art. 
Fred. Why won't you let me ſee her then? 


Turn. 
Fred. How ſo? 


Joh. Why, thy Genius lies REPS Way; thee * | 
for Flames, and Darts, and thoſe fine Things: Now, 


I am for the old plain downright W ay; I am not ſo 
curious, Fre1crick, as thou art. 


Fred. Very well, Sir; but is this worthy ir in you to 


endeavo: ar to debauck 


Job. But is there no 8 But is this worthy? 
What a many Buts are here? If I ſhould tell thee 
now ſolemnly thou haſt but one Eye, and give thee 7 


Reaſons for! it, would ſt thou believe me ? BE 
Jen. 


Jiub. Becauſe I can't: Beũdes, the is not for thy 


; ledge 


| ſoly'd to wait upon this Lady to them. 


a Man to ſuffer; — thus I thro 
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Fred, I think hardly, Sir, againſt my own Know- 
Jeb. Then, why do'ſt thou, wich that grave Face, 


, about to perſwade me againſt mine? You ſhould 


as you would be done by, Frederick. 8 
Fred. And ſo J will, Sir, in this very Particular, 


ſince there's no other Remedy; I ſhall do that for the 


Duke and Petruchio, which I ſhould expect from 
them upon the like Occafion: In ſhort, to let you 
ſee I am as ſenfible of my Honour, as you can be 
careleſs of your's, I muſt tell ye, Sir, that I'm re- 


Job. Are ye ſo, Sir? Why, I muſt then, ſweet 


Sir, tell you again, I am reſolv'd you ſhan't. Ne'er 


ſtare, nor wonder, I have promis d to preſerve her 
from the Sight of any one whatſoever, and with the 


Hazard of my Life, will make it good; but that you 
may not think I mean an Injury to Petruchio, or the 
Duke, know, Don: Frederick, that though I love a 


Wench perhaps a little better, I hate to do a. Thing 
that's baſe, as much as you do. Once more upon my 


| Honour this is not Conſtantia, let that ſatisfy you. 


Fred. All that will not do. [Goes to the Door. 


Job. No? why then this ſhall. [Draws, 


Come not one Step nearer, for if thou do'ſt, by Hea- 
ven it is thy laſt, ä 


Fred. This is an Inſolence byes the Temper of 
off thy Friendſhip, 
and fince thy Folly has provok d my Patience beyond 


its natural Bounds, know it is not in thy Power now | 


to ſave thyſelf. 3 
Job. That's to be try'd, Sir, tho' by your Favour. 
. [ Looks up to the Window. 


| Miftreſs what you call em, — pr'ythee look out now = 


a little, and ſee how I'll fight for thee, e 
Fred. Come, Sir, are you ready? 3 
Job. Toutjour's pret. | (Fight. 
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8 CEN E IV. 
Enter Duke and PETRUCHIO. 


Petr. What's here fighting 


? ler's part em. How? ; 


Don Frederick againſt Don John? How came you to 


fall out, Gentlemen? What's the Cauſe? 


Fred. Why, Sir, it is your Quarrel, and not mine, 
that drew this on me: I ſaw him lock Conftantia up 
into that Houſe, and I defir'd to wait upon her to 


you; that's the Cauſe. 
Dat. O, it may be he defign'd to lay the Obliga· 


tion upon us himſelf. Sir, we are beholden to you | 


for this Favour, beyond all Poſſibility of 


Job. Pray, Sir, do not throw away your Thank: 
before you whether I have deſervd em or no. 


[Petruchio's going to the * 
"Paw How, Sir, not go in? 
Job. No, Sir, moſt certainly not go in. 
Petr. She's my Siſter, and I will ſpeak with her. 


Job. If ſhe were your Mother, Sir, you ſhould not, F 


though it were but to aſk her Bleſſing. 

Peietr. Since you are ſo poſitive, I'll 

Job. You ſhall find me a Man of my Word, Sir. 
[ Fight. 


| Duk. Nay, pray, Gentlemen, hold, let me com- 


WM is that your Deſign? Sir, you muſt not go in there. 


oſe this Matter. Why do you make a Scruple of 


g us ſee Conſtantia? 


755 Why, = 'twould turn a Man's Head round 
to hear theſe Fellows talk ſo; there is not one Word | 


true of all that he has ſaid. 

Dak. Then you do not know where Conſtantia | Is? 
Fob. Not I, by Heaven's. 

Fred. O monſtrous Impudence Upon my Life, 


Sir, I ſaw him ſhut her up into that Houſe, and know 
his Temper ſo, that if I had not ſtop'd him, I dare 


ſwear by this Time he would have raviſh'd her. 

Job. Now that is two Lies: For firſt he did not 
ſee her, and next the Lady I led in is not to be ra- 
viſh' d, ſhe is ſo willing. 

Dub. 


ww 


2 
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Dul. But look ye, Sir, this Doubt may eafily be 
clear'd; let either Petruchio or I but ſee Fg — if 


ſhe be not Conſtantia, we engage our Honours 


(tho* we ſhould know her) never to diſcover who 


ſhe is. 


Jeb. I, but there's the Point now, that le can ned er 


| conſent to. 


Dual. Why? | 
Job. Becauſe I gave harm my Word to the contrary. 
Dak. And did you never break your Word with a 


Woman ? 


Job. Never before 1 lay with her; and that 3 as 755 


Caſe now. 


Parr. Piſh, I won't be kept off thus any longer: : 
Sir, either let me enter, or I'll force my Way. 
Fred. No, pray, Sir, let that be my Office, L will 


be reveng'd on him for having betray'd me to his 
Friendſhip. 


Petruchio and Frederick offer to fight with "PW 
Duk. Nay, ye ſhall not offer him foul Play neither. 


15 Hold, Brother, Pray a Word; and with you too, 
=. 


Job. Pox on't, Gard they wou'd make an End of 
this Buſineſs, that I might be with her again. Hark 
ye, Gentlemen, I'll make ye a fair Propoſition; leave 


off this Ceremony among yourſelves, and thoſe diſ- 


mal Threats againſt me, phillip up, croſs or pile, 
who ſhall begin firſt, and I'll do the beſt I can to en- 
tertain ye all one after another. 


| . AxTox1o. 


Ant. Now, do my Fingers itch to be about ſome | 


Body's Ears for the Loſs of my Gold. Ha! what's 
here to do, Swords drawn? I muſt make one, tho' it 
_ coſt me the ſinging of ten John Dory's more. Cou- 


rage, brave Boy, I'll ſtand by thee as long as this 
Tool here laſts; and it was once a good one. 

Petr. Who's this? Antonio? O, Sir, you are wel- 
come, you ſhall be een n Judge berween us. 


Art. 
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Ant. No, no, no, not I, Sir, I thank 
make Work for others to judge of, I'm oly' * * 
fight. __ 

. But we won't fight with you. 


Ant. Then put up your Swords, or by this Ha 
I'll lay about me. 


Fob. Well ſaid, old Bilbo, ifaith. 


[T hey put up their "REY 
Peer. Pray hear us though: This Gentleman ay, 


him lock up my Siſter into that Houſe, and he reſuſo 
to let us ſee her. 


Ant. How, Friend? Is this wane? 
Job. Nay, good Sir, let not our Friendſhip * 


| broken before it is well made. Look ye, Gentle 


men, to ſhew ye that you are all miſtaken, and tha 
my formal Friend there is an Aſs. | 
Fred. T thank you, Sir. 


Job. I'll give my Conſent that this Gentleman ber 


_ ſhall ſee her, if his Information can ſatisfy ou. 


Duk. Ves, yes; he knows her very well. 
Job. Then, Sir, go in here if you pleaſe; I dan 
truſt him with her, for he's too old to do her eithe: 
Good or Harm. 


Fred. I wonder how my Gentleman will get of q 


| 8 all this. 


Job. I ſhall be even with you, Sir, another Time. 


por all pour: grinning. 


Enter a 8 ervant. 


How now? Where i is he? 


Serv. He's run out o'the Back- Poor, Sir. 
Job. How ſo? 


Serv. Why, Sir, he's run after the Gentlewoman 


8 you brought in. 


Job. Sdeath, how durſt you let her out? 
Serv. Why, Sir, I knew nothing. 
Job. No, thou ignorant Raſcal, and * II 


beat ſomething into thee. [ Beats hin. 


Fred. What, you won't kill him? . 
Joh. Nay, come not near me, for, if thou dot, 


by Heaven's I'll give thee as much; and would * 
10. 
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py bo however, but that I won't loſe Time from look- 
| ing after my dear Sweet A Pox confound you all. 
"oy | [Goes in and ſhuts the Door after him. 
Dal. What? he has ſhut the Doo. 
and Fred. It's no Matter, I'll lead you to a private 
 Backway by that Corner, where we ſhall meet him. 


. 85 Err. 
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ACT v. SCENE 5 


Enter Auron 100 4 5 ERGY D onſtables and Officers, | 


Sew. Voung Woman, ſay'ſt thou, and her MG. 
ther? It muſt be they. Here, Friend, 
here's Money for you; be ſure you take em, and 
Tl reward you better when you have done. 


Conf. But, Neighbour, how,—hup,— ſhall I non, 
T hup, — know theſe,—theſe Parties? For, I would, 
TChup, — execute my 9 [ 


a a ſober Perſon. 


Man. That's hard; but you may eaſily know de $ 


Mother, for ſhe is, —hup,.— drunk. 
Conf. Nay, —hup, —if ſhe be drunk, let, —hup,— 
me alone to maul her; for, -hup,—I abbr a Drunk 
ard ,—hup,—let ; it be, Man, — Woman, o ,—hup,- 
Child. | 

Man. Ay, Neighbour, one may ſee you hate drink. 
E ing, indeed. 
_ Conft. Why, Neighbour, —hup,—did you ever „ 


me drunk? anſwer me that Queſtion: Did you ever, | 


 —hup,—ſee me drunk? 

Man. No, e., never: Come away, here s the 

Houſe. | ts  [Exeunt 
'$C E N E IT. 


Enter 1. CoxsTan TIA. 


1. Con. Oh, whither ſhall I run to hide * 
The Conſtable has ſeiz d the Landlady, and I'm 2 
fraid the poor Child too. How to return to 8 
Frederick's Houſe, I know not; and if I knew, | 

durſt not, after thoſe Things the Landlady has told 
me of him. If I get not from this drunken Rabble, 
I expoſe my Honour; and if I fall into my Brother; 
Hands, 1 loſe my Life: You Powers above, look 


down | 


[ 


i 
5 


ere 


Danger 
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down and help me, I am faulty I confeſs, but greater 
faults have often met with lighter puniſhments : 


Then let not heavier yet on me be laid, 

Be what 1 vill, I am ftill what you have made. 
Enter Don Jon x. 
Job I'm almoſt dead with running, and will be ſo 


quite, but I will overtake her. 


1. Con. Hold, Don John, hold. 

Job. Who's that ? Ha? is it you my Dear ? n 

1. Con. For Heaven's ſake Sir, carry me from 8 
hence, or I'm utterly undone. 

Job. Phoo, pox, this is th' other: now wal I al- 
moſt beat her, for but making me the Propoſition : a 
Madam, there are ſome a coming that will do it a 

at deal better ; but I am in ſuch haſte, that I vow 


to Gad, Madam 


1. Con. Nay, pray, Sir, ſtay, you are concern 4 8 


in this as well as I; for your Woman is taken. 


Job. Ha! my Woman?  _ [Goes back to her. 
I vow to Gad, Madam, I do fo highly honour your 


Lady ſhip, that I would venture my Life a thouſand 


Times to do you Service. But, pray where is ſhe? 
1. Con. Why, Sir, ſhe is taken by the Conſtable. 
Joh. Conſtable! which Way went he? [Raſly. 
1. Con. I cannot tell, for I run out into the Streets 


| juſt a he had ſeiz d upon your Landlady. 


Joh. Plague o' my Landlady, I meant t 'other Wo- 
man. 


1. Con. Other Woman, Sir! I have ſeen no other 


Woman never fince I left your Houſe. 


Fob. Sheart, what have I been doing here then 
all this while? Madam, your moſt humble — _ 


I. Cox, Good Sir, be not fo cruel, as to leave me 
in this Diſtreſs. | 


Job. No, no, no; I'm only going a little Way, 


and will be back again preſently. 


| 1. Con. But, pray, Sir, hear me; n in that 


Job. No, no, no; 1 vow to Gad, a6 no 
Danger i'th' World; let me alone, I warrant you. Eæir. 
F 1. Gor. 
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1. Con. He's gone, and I a loſt wretched, miſe- 
rable Creature, loſt for ever. 


Enter AvTox10. 


Aut. O, there ſhe is. | 
1. Con. Who' s this, Antonio ? the fierceſt Enemy 

I have. | Runs out, 
Ant. Are ye fo nimble-footed Gentiem.n 2 It 1 
don't overtake you for ad this, it ſhall go hard— 


; "TS Lx. unning and Re-enter. 
ell break my Win wWitu a pox to her. 


22 n all Whores. 5 Exit. 
$:© E N E II. 
Enter Mother to the. 2. ConragT1A, and Kin 
woman. 


"Dal. Fut, Madan, be not o Angry, perhaps - 
ſhe'll come agauy. | 
Net. O, Kinjw: man, never ſore of her more, for 
ſhe's an odious Creature, to leave me thus i'th' lurch. 
I that have given her all ker Brecdi. g, and inflrued | 
her wiih my own Princples of Education. = 
Kinf. Proteſt, Maviin, T think ſhe's a Perion that 
knews : 78 Mi ich of ail tt af, 23 "IB 
Mot. Knows, 2 roman? "The ere's NET a Wo- 
man in Italy of thrice het Years, kncws ſo much the 
procedures of true Ga; zntry, and the intailnble Prin- 


ciples of an toncursb'e Friendſhip as the dees. 
Nin. And eee Madam, you ought to love 
her 


Mie. No, le upon her, nothing at all, as I am 2 

hriſtian: whan once a Per ſon fails in Fundamentals, 
Lic's at a Period with me. Peſides, with all her Wit, 
Conſt 41 2 13 but a . ar 10 calls all the Meniarde- 


Ka 57 — 5 [ mad confels, ihe” 8 given a het too 
much to the cc releſs way. | 
et. Ax, there you E. i it, — 8 an, the 
| . CS cls Way bus 7 undone her. Veul ye believe 
me, Kinſecoman © Im Chriſtian, never rr 

| make 


OP ts. 


8 For though I love C:nftantia 
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make her do this, nor carry her Body thus, hut 


juſt when my Eye is upon her; as ſoon as my Back 
was turn'd, whip, her Elbows were quite out _ 


would not you ſtrange now at this? oy 

Kinſ. Bleſs me, leet goodreſs! But pray, Madam, 
how came Conſtantia to fall out with your — p? 
Did ſhe talk any thing ill of you? | 

Mr. As I'm a Chriſtian J can't reſolve you, unleſs 
it were that I led the Dance firſt ; but for that ſhe muſt 
excuſe me; I know ſhe Dances well, but there are 
others who perhaps underſtand the right ſwim of it 
as well as ſhe ; 


Enter Don FarpeR CK. 


Fred. How 3 this? — 1 8 h 
Met. I know no Reaſon why I ſhould be debarr d 


the Priviledge of ſhewing my own Parts too lome- 


times. 
Fred. If I am not miſtaken that other Wonne as 
ſhe, Don John and I were directed to, when we 


came firſt to Town, to bring us acquainted with 
Conſtantia. Th try to get ſome Intelligence from her. 


Pray Lady, have I never ſeen you before? 
n. Yes, Sir, I think you have, with another 


5 Stranger, a Friend of your's, one Day as I was 


coming out of the Church. 
Fred. I'm right then, And pray who were you 


talking of ? 


Mot. Why, Sir, of an inconſiderate inconſiderable 
Perſon, that has at once both forieited the Honour 
of my Concern, and the Concern of her own Ho- 


„. 


Fred. Very fine indeed. And i is all this intended ; 


for the beautiful Conflantia ? 


Mot. O fie upon her, Sir, an odious Creature, as 


Im a Chriſtian, no Beauty at all. 


Fred. Why, does not your Ladyſhip think her 

handſome ? _ 
Mor. Seriouſly, Sir, 1 don't think ſhe's ugly, but 
as I'm a Chriſtian, my Poſition is, That no true 
F2 | | r 


N. 
14 
if 
A. 
4 
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Beauty can be lodg'd in that Creature, who is not 


in ſome Meaſure buoy 'd up with a juſt ſenſe of what | 


is incumbent to the devoir of a Ferſon of Quality. 
Fred. That Poſition, Madam, is a little ſevere, but 


however ſhe has hcen incumbent formerly, as your 
Ladyſhip is pleas'd to ſay ; now that ſhe's Marry'd, | 
and her Hluſpend owns the Child, ſhe is Cuicienty 
juſtify'd for all ſhe has done. . 


Boz. Sir, I rt bluſhingly beg leave to ſay you 


are there in an Error. I know there has been Paſ.. 
(iges of Love between 'em, but with a Temperment 

ſo ingocent, and G refin'd, as it did impoſe a Nega- 
tive upon the very Polibil! ty of her being with 


Child. 
F. d. Sure the is not well acquainted with her. 


Pray, Madam, how long have you known Conflantia ? 
Mot. Long enough I think, Sir; for I had the 


zood Fortune, or rather the ill one, to help her firſt 


to the light of the World. 


Fred. Now cannat I diſcover by the 1 8 of 


_ this Dialect, whether ſhe be the Mother or the Mid- 


wiſe : ] had beſt alk other Woman. 


Mot. No, Sir, I aſſure you, my Daughter Conflantia 
has never had a Child: a Child! ha, ha, ha; O 


goodneſs ſave us, a Child! 


Fred. O then ſhe is the Mother, and it ban i 18 not | 


inform'd of the Matter. Well Madam, I ſhall not 


4 :ſpute this with you any further; but give me leave 
to wait upon you to your Daughter ; 3 for her Friend, 
1 aſſure ye is in great Impatience to ſee her. 


Mot. Friend, Si: ? I know none ſhe has; I'm ſure 


"the loaths the very fight of him, 


Fred. Of whom? 
Mot. Why of Antonio, Sir, he that you were pleas'd 


to ſay had got my Daughter with Child. _— 


— ha-—ha— ha 


| Fred. I tell you I do not know Antonio, nor ne- 
ver nam'd him to you : I told you that the Duke 


has own'd Conflantia for his Wife, that her Bro- 


ther and he are F rlends, and are both now in ſearch 
alter ber. 


Moe. 


4 


— 2 wt off 


Fred. So then you put her to Bed to 
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Mot. Then as I'm a Chriſtian, I ſuſpect we have 
both been equally involv'd in the Misfortune of a 


Miſtake. Sir, I am in the derniere Confuſion, to 
avow that though my Daughter Conflantia has been 


liable to ſeveral Addreſſes, yet ſhe never has had the 


Honour to be produc'd to his Grace. 


—— ; 


Mot. Antonio, Sir, one whom my ebb of F ortune 


forced me to enter into a Nogotiation with, in re- 


ference to my Daughter's Perion; but as I'm a 
Chriſtian with that Candour in the Action, as I was 
in no kind deny'd to be a Witneſs of the thing. 

Fred. So, now the thing is out. This is a 


damn d Bawd, and I as damn'd a Rogue for what 
1] did to Don John : tor o'my Conſcience, this is 


that Conſtantia the Fellow told me of. I'll make 
him amends what e'er it coſt me. Lady, you 


muſt give me leave not to part with you, *till you 
meet with your Daughter, for ſome Reaſons I mall 


tell you hereafter. 

Mor. Sir, I am ſo highly your Obligee for the 
Manner of your Enquiries, and you have ground- 
ed your Determinations upon fo juſt a Baſis, 
that I ſhall not be aſham'd to own ”"_—_ a Vo- 


_ tary to all FO Commands. 5 1 


SCENE IV. 
Enter 2. ConsTaNTI . 


2. Con. So, I'm once more freed from Antonio; 


but whither to go now, there's the Queſtion ; no- 


thing troubles me, but that he was ſent up by that 
young Fellow, fer I lik'd him from my Soul, 
would he had uk d me ſo too. 


Enter Den Jonx, and a Shopkeeper. 


| J. B. Which w ay went me? ? 
Shop. Who ? 
Jb. The Woman? . 1 


to me. 
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S bop. What Woman ? 

Jeb. Why, a young Woman, a handſome Woman, 
the bandiomeſt Woman thou ever ſaw'ſt in thy Lite : 
Speak quickly, Sirrah, or thou flalt peak no more. 


Shop. Why, yonder' s a Woman: what a Devil ails 
this Fellow ? | | Exit. 


1 Soul, take pity o' me, and give ö 


me Comfort. for I'm e'en dead for want of thee. 


2. Con. O you 're a find Gentleman indeed, to ſhut. 


me up in your Houſe, and ſend another Man to me. 
Joh. Pray hear me. 
2. Cin. No, I will never hear you more after ſuch an 


to ye, that could uſe me thus before? 
F«h. By my Troth that's ſhrewdly urg'd. 
2. Cin. "Beſides, you baſely broke your Word. 
Jab. But will ye hear nothing? Nor did you hear 


nothing? Thad three Men upon me at ence, and had 
[ not contented to let that old Fellow up, who came to 
my Reicue, the * hid al broken in whether [ would or 


no, 


7 


Injury, what would ye have done if I had been kind 


2. Con. Faith it may be it was «fo, fel aids 1 


Eeard a Notte, but ſuppoſ; © it was not ſo, what then ? 
Why then [il love him however. Hark ve, Sir, I ought. 


now toute you very Curvy, but I can't find in "wy 
Heart to do it. 


75. Then God's Bleſſir ig on | thy Heart for it, 
( 

Fob What ? | 
2: Con, I would fain - 
20 b. I, ſo would I: come let's go. 

. C:z. I would fain kn now whetaer you can be kind 


Jet. That thou halt preſently come away. 
2. Cen. And vil you always ? 
; J. b. Alwa ? I can't fay fo, but I» ill as often as 
can, 
2 Cn. Phoo! I mean love me. 
Job. Well, I mean that too. 
2 Cn. Swear then. | 


Tel. That 1 will upon 0 knees : Wha mall T * : 
2. Con. 


1 


a i. Me. om. « «®@ 


2 


* 


Lady, alk your Pardon; but 
you then, Goſſip. 
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2. Con. Nay, uſe what Words you pleaſe, ſo they be 


but hearty, and not thoſe are ſpoken. by the Prieſt, for 
that Charm ſeldom proves Fortunate. 


Job. I ſwear then by thy fair ſelf, that look'ſt ſo 
like a Deity, and art the only Thing I now can thinl 
of, that I'Il adore thee to my dying Day. : 

2. Con. And here I vow, the — thou 40 5 


leave me, I'll leave the World, that's kill myſelf. 


Job. O my dear heavenly Creature l-——| Kiſſes her. 


That Kiſs now has almoſt put me into a Swoon, for 
Heaven's ſake let's quickly out of the Streets for fear 


of another Scuffle. I durſt encounter a whole Army 
for thy ſake 3 but yet methinks I had better try my 


Courage another Way; what think'ſt thou? 


2. Con. Well, wet why don't you go then? 
[As. they are going out» 


Enter i. ConSTANTIA, mat d. and juſt then Auron ; 
ſeizes upon her. 


Jb. Who s this, my old new Friend has cot there? 
Ant. O, have | caught you Gentlewornan a at laſt 2 2 


Come give me my Gold. 


1. Can. I hope he takes me for another, W an- = 


ſwer, for I had rather he thould take me for any one L 
than who J am. 


Job. Pray, Sir, who i is that you have there by the 5 
Hand? 
Ant. A Perſon of Honour, Sir, that has broke open 
my Trunks, and run away with all my Gold ; yet Pl 
hold Ten Pounds Til have it whip'd out of her again. 
2. Con. Done, II hold you Ten Pounds of that 

_—— | 
Art. Ha! by my troth you have Reaſon ; and 
Fi have it a out of 


7h. Hold, Sir, yon muſt not meddle with my Goods. 
Art. Your Goods? How came ſhe to be your's? I 


am (ure I bought her of her Mother, for five Hundred 
*. Pieces of Gold, and ſhe was abed with me all 


igat too; deny that if you dare. 
| | 3 E * 1 
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2. Con, Well, and what did you do, when I was abed 


with you all Night? Confeſs that if you dare. 
Ant. Umph, ſay you ſo? 


1. Cos. Tl try whether thisLady will help me, for | 


I know not whither elſe to go. 


Ant. I ſhall be ſham'd I ſee utterly, except I make 

her hold her Peace. Pray, Sir by your leave; I hope 
you will allow me the Speech of one Word with your 

| Goods here, as you call her; *tis but a ſmall on. L 
Job. 1,Sir, with all my Heart. How, Conflantia! ? 

Madam, now you have ſeen that Lady, I hope you | 


will Pardon the haſte you met me in a little while ago; 
if I committed a Fault, you muſt thank her for it. 


1. Cox, Sir, if you will for her ſake, be perſwaded 
to protect me from the Violence of my Brotter, I ſhall 


have reaſon to thank you both, 


Job. Nay, Madam, now that I am in my Wits a 1 
| and my Heart's at eaſe, it ſhall go very hard but Toi 
ſee your's fo too; I was before diſtracted, and 'tis not 
ſtrange the Love of her ſhould hinder me from remem- 
bring what was due to you, ſince it made me forget 
my ſelf. = 
1. Can. fir, I kaow too well the power of Love, 
by my own Experience, not to Pardon all the Effects of 
it in ancther. - 
Aꝛrt. Well then, I promiſe you, if you will but help 
me tomy Gold again, (I mean that which you and your 
| Mother ſtole out of my Trunk) that I'll never trouble 


you more. 


2. Cov. A Match; and 'tis the beſt that you and I 

could ever make. J 

Job. Pray, Madam, fear nothing ; ; by my Love II 
— by you, and ſce that your Brother ſhall do you no 


2. Con. Hark ye, Sir, a Word; how re you talk 
of Love, or ſtanding by any Lady, but me, Sir? 


Jol. By my Troth that was a Fault; Lut I dd not 


mean it your way, I meant it only cal. 


2. Cen. I, but if you are fo very civil a Gentleman 


we ſhall not be long Friends: I ſcorn to ſhare your 
Love with any one whatſoever ; and for my part, I'm 


reſolv d cither to have all or nothing. Fob. 


=. 


1 


you talk, but 


jump, Sir; 


thi Lady here is that very Conſtantia 


The CHANCES, 69 
Fob. Well, my dear little Rogue, thou ſhalt have if 
all preſently, as ſoon as we can but ** rid of this 


Company. 


2. Con. Phoo „y' are always abuſing me. 
Ester FREDERICK and Mother. 
| Fred. Come, now, Madam, let not us ſpeak one Word 


| more, but go quietly about our Buſineſs ; not but that 


I think it the greateſt pleaſure in the World to hear 


Mot. Do Ph indeed, Sir? I "TH FER good Wits 

or J have thought ſo myſelf a very great 
While. 

Fred. You have all the reaſon imaginable, O, Don 


E Fobn, I atk by {xm but I hope I ſhall make thee 


amends ; for I have found out the Mother, and ſhe has 
promis'd me to help thee to thy Miſtreſs again. Fes: 
Job. Sir, you may fave your labour, the — is 


done, and I am fully ſatisfy d. 


Fred. And doſt thou know who he is? 
Jab. No, faith, I never aſk'd her Name. 
Fred. Why, tben, I'll make thee yet more fats d, 


Job. Ha! thou haſt not a mind to be knock'd o'er the 


Pate too, haſt thou? 


Fred. No, Sir, nor dare you doi it neither ; but for 


certain this is that very ſelf- ſame Confian tia, that * | 
and I, fo long look'd after. 


Job. I thought ſhe was ſomething more than ordi- 
nary ; but ſhall I tell thee now a ſtranger Thy than 


All this? 
' Fred. What's that? 


Job. Why, I Will never more "WM any hes Woman 


for her lake. 


Fred. Well, [ ſubmit; that ade] is ſtranger. | 
. Cav. Come, Mother, deliver your Purſe ; - I have 
deliver'd myſelf up to this young Fellow, and the 
Bargain's made with that old Fellow, ſo he may have 


his Gold again, that all ſhall be well. 


Mt. As l'm a Chriſtian, Sir, I took it away only to 


hve the honour of reſtoring it again; for my hard 


Fate 
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Fate having not beſtow'd upon me a Fund which might To 


capacitate me to make you Pr-ſents of my own, I Bad 
no way left for the exerciſe of my Ceneroſity, but dy of 


e en turn a ſober Perſon, and leave off this wenching, 


ip here; we have beca in a very great diſorder ſince | 


Child again ? 


Arms, I would run thus to meet them. 


be here at preſent, for now my Heart is ſo oppreſod 


putting myſelf into a Condition of giving back what 


Was your's. 5 


Ant. A very generous deſign indeed. So, now I'll | 


and this fighting, for I begin to find it does not agree * 
with me. 


Fred. Madam, I'mhe artily £ glad to meet your Lady. 


A 


we faw you Vaat's here, our Landlay and the 


Enter Dake, Perau cus, and _— with 


b. 


the Child. | 


Peer. Yes, we met her oing to be whip'd, nz 
drunken Conſtable's Hands that tock her for another, ; 
Job. Why, then, pray let her c'en be taken and 


 whip'd for herſelf, for on my word ſhe deſerves it. 


Land. Jes, I'm ſure of your good word at any time, 7 : 
1. Con. Hark ye, dear Landlady. 2 1 
3 O {weet Goodneſs! is it you? I have been 


in ſuch a peck of Troubles ſince I ſaw you ; they tock | 


me, and they tumbled me, and they haull'd me, and 


| they pull'd me, and they call'd me painted Fezebe/, and | 
the poor little Babe here did fo take on. Come hither, ' 


my Lord, come hither ; here is Conflantiz, A 
1. Con. For Heaven's ſake Peace, yonder's my Bro- | 
ther, and if he diſcovers me, I'm certainly rum'd. | 
Dal. No, Madam, there! is no danger. | 

1. Can. Were there a thouſand. dangers, in thole | 


Dak. O, my Dear, it were not ſafe that any ſhould 


with Joy, that I ſhould ſcarce be able to deſend tnee. 
Petr. Siſter, I'm ſo aſham'd of all the Faults, which 

my miſtake has made me guilty of, that I know not 

how to all: your Pardon for them. | VER! 
1. Con. No, Brother, the Fault was mine, in miſ- 


* you ſo mucd, as not to impart the whole truth to 
you 


| | OurLove begins juſt where 
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at firſt; but having begun my love without your 


| Fenſent, I never durſt acquaint you with the progreſs 


of it. e 
Dual. Come, let the Conſummation of our preſent 
Joys, blot out the memory of all theſe paſt Miſt es. 
Job. And when ſhall we conſummate our Joys? 

2. Con. Never; „ „ 
N out 22 make em laſt for ever. - 
Job. Now lee the odds 'twixt d Folks and 

Friends: | ooo Anbar: i 


0 


EPILOGUE, 


Be fades the Author dreads the ſtrut and mien 


EPILOGUE. 


E rhaps, y » you Oi OI to th. 
The Author of this fag-end of a Play, 

„ to the Modern way of Wit, | 
Shou d ſtriwe to be before-hand with the Pit, 
Begin to rail at you, and ſubtly to 
| Prevent th' Afﬀront by giving the firſ? blow. 
He evants not Precedents, which often ſavay 
In matters far more weighty than a Play 
| But he, no grave admirer of a Rule, 
Won't by Example learn to play the Fool. 
The End of Plays ſhould be to entertain, 
And not to keep "= Auditors in pain. 
Giving our Price, and for what Traſh we + plank, 
He thinks the Play being done, you ſhould have eaſe, | 
No Wit, mo Senſe, no Freedom, and a _ RE 
I much like paying Money for the Stocks. oy 


( new prais'd Poets, having often ſeen, Xi 
Same of his Felloæus, who have writ before, © 
When NELL has danc'd her Jig, fleal to the Door, 
Hear the Pit clap, and with conceit of that 
| Savell, and believe themſelves the Lord knows what, 
| Moſt Writers now a- days are grown ſo vain, 
That once approv'd, they write, and aurite again, 
Till they have aurit aaa the Fame they got; 
Our Friend this way of writing fancies not, 
And hopes you will not tempt him with your Praiſe 
| To rank himſelf with ſome that write new Plays : 
For he lnoaus ways enough to be undone, 


| u +thout the belp of Poetry for one. 
FS 1 N 1 8. 


